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To the Right HoxouRABLE 
RLIONEL CRANFIELD, 
EAR L of 

Dorſet and Middleſex: 


My Lox, 
Hope on Your Return 


„ from having been admir'd 
in foreign Courts to adorn. 
our own, You will not be ſurpriz d 


A 2 with 


Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


with a Privilege the Poets aſſume, of 
being troubleſome to Perſons of Your | 3 
Rank. But they have more — is 
apply'd themſelves toY our Lordſhip's 
Family; in which a continued Race 
of Genius has both advancd their 
Art, and encouragd its Profeſſors. 
We owe the Riſe of our Engliſh | 
Tragedy to one of Your Lordſhip's 4 
Anceſtors, who fix d us ſecond to the 
Greek Stage before Shakeſpear wrote. 
And, my Lord. Your Father came 
the art of all the Moderns to Ho- * 
race, in the Sweetneſs and Gallantry 1 
of his Lyricks, and equald him in | 
Satyr. 5 
Thus the Stream flows pure in its 
Deſcent, to receive a farther Increaſe 
from Vour Lordſhip. We read of 
a Scipio and a Mecenas, who usd | 


lo ſoften the troubleſome Honours 


f 


* Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


3 of State by converſing with the Mu- 
ſes; and cheriſh'd chofe Arts of 
which they themſelves were Maſters: 
© Yct as ſingle Inſtances of this kind 
are not frequent, fo the Vein is very 
ſeldom found to have continued a ſe- 

cond Generation. But in Your 
Lordſhip's Line Nature feems Indu- 
ſtrious to preſerve the Genius of Po- 
etry, by ſucceſſively uniting Delicacy 
of Taſte, and Brightneſs of Wit, 
with the greateſt Abilities for Coun- 
cil and Action. Thus ſhe reconciles 
the Seaſons in her moſt generous Pro- 

ductions, by allowing em to bear 
Fruit and Bloſſoms together, and 
> both in Perfection. Theſe ſhining 

-} Qualities made Your Father the De- 
light and Wonder of his Age; and 
had he not farviv'd limſelf in Your 
7 Lordſhip, he had been the Envy of 
2 1 ours. 


Epiſtle Dedicatory. # 
ours. The Praiſes which he receivd 
from the molt refin'd W its of our 
Nation have prov'd real Prophecies 3 
of Lou; and tis with Pleaſure we 
foreſee that Poſterity to deſerve the 
higheſt Characters will form them 
ſelves on the Model of Your Fami- 
ly, and Copy from my Lords of 
Dorser as the fineſt Originals. A 
But, my Lord, Im afraid I ſhall 7? 
forfeit all Hopes of Your Patronage : 
by violating Your Modeſty ; and 
therefore I only beg Leave to add, 
That as the Cabinet and the Field 
have been happily ſupply'd, to ren» * 
der Her MajesTyY's Reign, at leaſt, 
a Rival to Her Virgin-Predeceſſors. 

So to complete the Parallel, it was 

neceſſary that You, my Lord, like 
another Sidney ſhou'd ariſe, to receive 
che ſofter Arts intoYour Protection; 
tO 


Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


A 
* 
* 


7 1 * o 
d to excite the young Writers of this 
ur 


Age to attempt thoſe Actions in 
es Voerſe, which will ſhine ſo fairly Di- 
ſtinguiſh d in our Britiſb Story. 

My LORD, 
I am Your Lordſhip's 

Moſt Humble, and 


Moft Obedient Servant, 
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Quis deſiderio ſit pudor aut modus, 
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3 SK not the Cauſe why all the cuneful 
Ee Swalns, 
7 Who us'd to fill the Vales with render 
| Strains, 
deep Deſpair negle& the warb'ling Reed, 


d all their bleating Flocks refuſe to feed. | 
B Aſk 


But ftretch'd on prickly Beds o Brambles weep. 


And Philoge] by Night repeats her Woe, 


. — , — 


. OxroRD and CAMBRIDGE 


Aſk not why Greens and Flow'rs ſo late appear 
To cloath the Glebe, and deck the ſpringing Year; 2 
Why ſounds the Lawnwith loud Lamentsand Cries, | f 
While ſwoln with Tears to Floods the Riv lets ciſe: 4 
The Fair Florelio now has left the Plain, b 
And is the Grief, who was the Grace, euiy Bri | 3 
tiſh Swain. f 


For thee, lov'd Youth, on ev'ry Vale and Lawn. 
The Nymphs, andall thy Fellow-Shepherds moan. ; 


No more the Fawns in wanton Figures trip, 


On the cold Ground relenting Satyrs lie, 
And with unuſual Howlings fill the Sky. 
The little Birds now ceaſe to ſing and love, 
Silent they fit, and droop in ev'ry Grove: 
No mounting Lark now warbles on the Wang, 4 ; 
Nor Linnets chirp to chear the ſullen Spring, | 
Only the melancholly Turtles coo, 


O Char- 


MISCELLANTL. 3 


WO Charmer o' the Shades! the Tale prolong, \ 
3 1 or let the Morning interrupt thy Song: 

4 Or ſoftly tune thy tender Notes to mine, 

e: 4 orgetting Tereus, make my Sorrows thine. 

Io Now che dear Touth has left the lonely Plain, 

i- ; And is the Grief, who was the Grace, * ev'ry Bri- 
tiſh Swain. 


„ 


n. Say, all ye Shades, where late he us'd to reſt, 
„ 


: ay all ye Silver Streams, if cer ye bore 
The Image o ſo fair a Face before. 


1? e Shades and Streams begin with me to mourn, 


cer your Beds with lovelier Swain were preſt; 


A 


For never muſt the lovely Swain return: 
und, as theſe flowing Tears increaſe your Tide, 
) murmur for the Shepherd as ye glide! 

Be ſure, ye Rocks, while I my Grief diſcloſe, 

| t your {ad Eccho's lengthen out my Wees: 

e ſighing Breezes bear the Accents on, 

\nd whiſp'ring tell the Woods Florelig's gone. 


* B 2 For 


4 Oxrort and CauBRIDOE 
For ever gone, and left the lonely Plain, 8 
And is the Grief, who was the . of ev'ry Bri- 1 
tiſn Swain. 5 1 


Ripe Straw-berries for thee, and Peaches grew, 
Sweet to the Taſte, and tempting red to view: 
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The choiceſt Grapes we kept on ev'ry Tree, 
All on their ſunny ſides did bluſh like thee. 
For thee the Roſe put ſweeter Purple on, 

Preventing, by her haſte, the Summer-Sun. 


But now the Flow'rs all pale and blighted lie, 
And in cold Sweats of ſickly Mildew die. 

Nor can the Bees ſuck from the ſhriv Id Blooms 
Ztherial Sweets to ſtore their golden Combs. 
Oft on thy Lips they wou d their Labours leave, 
And ſweeter Odours from thy Mouth receive: 
Sweet as the Breath o Flora, wlten ſhe lies 

In Jeſmin Shades, and for young Zephyr ſighs. 
But now thoſe Lips are cold, relentleſs Death 
Haschill'dtheir Charms, andſtop'dthy balmy Breath, , 
Thoſe 


1. 


le ö 


MISCELLANY. 


And kindled in the coldeſt Nymphs Deſire, 

1 | Nobd o their Beams, in everlaſting Night 

\re clos'd, and give us Woe as once Delight: 
And thou, dear Touth, haſt left the lonely Plain, 


Britiſh Swain. 


As in his Bow'r the dying Shepherd lay, 


The Shepherd yet ſo young, and once ſo gay! 


WW 2 — _ hes — * — 
5H 2 8 : — he 7 2 Fr . 2 > * * > . — . 2 
2 . 8 by "I - 24-4 OOPS A Ax ws, he a 4 _ % Z4.7 422. 4 cr” wh * 4 . * 
. r n r & >. Frag. * TT. l J 
of « . 1 "_ E 5 4 "#4 A i. 4 bo DT 4 by * 4 +4 at TAY” __ 
| , a . 


And haunt the flow'ry Meads, around him ſtood. 
FThere Tears down each fair Cheek unbounded fell, 
; \nd as he gaſp'd, they gave a ſad Farewel, 


J FPoftly (they cry'd) as ſleeping Flow'rs are clos'd { 
By Mght, be thy dear Eyes by Death compos d: 
\ gentle Fall may thy young Beauties have, 

f \nd golden Slumbers wait thee in the Grave: 


$ early thy Hearfe with Garlands we'll adorn, 


Hund tcach young Nightingales for thee to mourn, 


5 


3 Thoſe Eyes, where Cupid tipd his Darts with Fire, 
rl 1 | 


And art the Grief „ who wert the Grace, of evry 


heNymphsthat ſwim theStream,and range the Wood, 


5 3 Bees 


4 OxrorD and CAMBRIDGE 


Bees love the Bloorns, the Flocks the bladed Grain, 
Nor leſs wert thou belov'd by ev'ry Swain, 


Come, Shepherds, come, perform the Fun'ral Due, 1 

For he was ever good and kind to you: A 

On ev'ry ſmootheſt Beech, in ev'ry Grove, 4 

In weeping Characters record your Love. 4 

And as in Mem'ry of Adonis lain, 4 | 

When for the Youth the Syrian Maids complain, 4 

His River, to record the guilty Day, 

With. freſhly bleeding Purple ſtains the Sea; 

So thou, dear Cam, contribute to our Woe, 

And bid thy Stream in plaintive murmurs flow, 

Thy Head with thy own Willow Boughs adorn, 

And with thy Tears ſupply the frugal Urn. 

The Swains their Sheep, the Nymphs thall leave the | 
Lawn, 


And yearly on thy Banks renew their Moan : 
His Mother, while they there lament, ſhall be 


The Queen 0 Love, the lov d Adonis he: 


MISCELLANY. 


b Dn her, like Venus, all the Graces wait, 

| And he too like Adonis in his Fate! 

e freſb in fragrant Touth he left the Plain, 
Aud is the Grief, who was the Grace, of ev'ry Bris 


4 tiſh Swain, 


1 
2 
L 


4 No more the Nymphs, that o'er the Brooks "_ 
Preſs their gay Beauties by the Chryſtal Tide; 
Nor fly the Wintry Winds, nor ſcorching Sun, 
No he, for whom they ſtrove to charm, is gone, 
4 Ott they beneath their reedy Coverts ſigh d, 
1 And look'd, and long'd, and for Florelio dy d. 
: b Of him they ſang, and with ſoft Ditties ſtrove 
To ſooth the pleaſing Agonies of Love. 
he 1 But now they roam, diſtracted with Deſpair, 
| AndCypreſs, twin'd with mournful Willows, wear. 


1 Thus Hand in Hand around his Grave they go, 
And Saffron Buds, and fading Lilies ſtrow, 
With Sprigs o' Myrtle mix d, and ſeatt ring cry, 
do ſweet and ſoft the Shepherd was, — and oh! ſo ſoon 
did dye, B 4 Thero 


OxrorD and CAMBRIDGE 


8 


There freſh, in dear Remembrance of their Woes, q a 
His Name the young Anemonies diſcloſe : g 
Nor ſtrange they ſnou d a double Grief avow, 


Then Venus wept, and Paſtorella now. 
Breath ſoft, ye Winds! long let 'em paint the Plain, 1 
Unhurt, untouch'd by ev'ry paſſing Swain. 4 
And when ye Nymphs, to make the Garland gay, 1 


With which ye crown the Miſtreſs of the May, $ 
Ye ſhall theſe Flow'rs to bind her Temples take, y 
O pluck em gently for Florelio's Sake! 4 
And when thro'Weoaſtock's green Retreats ye ſtray, | 4 
Or Altrop's flow'ry Vales invite to play; 3 
Oer which young Paſtorella's Beauties bring I 
Eyſium early, and improve the Spring: 6 4 
Whilſt Ev'ning Gales attentive Silence keep, | 3 
And Heav'n its balmy Dew begins to weep, b 


74 
” be 


By the ſoft Fall of ev'ry warb'ling Rill, 

Sigh your ſad Airs, and ſing the Shepherd till : 

So may Sylvanus ever tend your Bow'rs, 

And Zephyr bruſh the Muldew from the Flow'rs! 
Bid 
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MISCELLANY. 


Bid all the Swans from Cam and Ifi haſte, | 
9 In the melodious Dirge to breath their laſt. 
0 Colin! Colin! Cou'd I there complain 
4 Like thee, when young Philiſides was lain. 
n, 9 Thou ſweet Frequenter of the Muſes Stream} 


& | 


4 Why have I not thy Voice, or thou my Theme? 


7 


1 Though weak my Voice, though lowly be my Lays, 
nd ſhall be ſacred to the Shepherd's Praiſe: 
To him my Voice, to him my Lays belong, 


And bright Myrtilla now muſt live unſung, 

= | Een ſhe whoſe Heav'n of Beauty bleſt me more, 

Than ever Swain was bleſs d by Nymph before; 

Iwile ev'ry tender Sigh to ſeal our Bliſs, 

MB Brought a kind Vow, and ey'ry Vow a Kiſs. 

Fa, Chaſt, and Kind, yet now no more can move, 
So much my Grief is ſtronger than my Love: 

* Now the dear Youth bas left the lonely Plain, 

And is the Grief, who was the Grace of ev'ry Bri 

tiſh Swain, 


10 OxrorD and CAMRERIDOR 


As when ſome cruel Hind has born away 4 
The Turtle's Neſt, and made the young his Prey, a 
Sad in her Native Grove ſhe fits alone, 4 
There hangs her little Wings, and murmurs out her : 

8 f ; 
So the bright Nymph that bore the beauteous Boy, 
Beneath a baleful Yew does weeping lye; 1 | 
Nor can the Fair the weighty Woe ſuſtain, F 


But bends, like Roſes cruſh'd with falling Rain: 


Nor from the ſilent Earth her Eyes removes, 4 
That weeping, languiſh like a dying Dove's. - 
Not ſuch her Look (ſevere Reverſe o' Fate!) . 


When little Loves in ev'ry Dimple fate, 
And all the Smiles delighted to reſort Y 


On the calm Heav'n of her ſoft Cheeks to ſport: 
Soft as the Clouds mild April Ev'nings wear, 


Which drop freſh Flourets on the youthful Year. b 
The Fountain's Fall can't lull her wakeful Woes, 3 
Nor Poppy-Garlands give the Nymph Repoſe: 1 


XN 7 
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Thro- prickly Brakes, and unfrequented Groves, 
Oer Hills and Dales, and craggy Cliffs ſhe roves. 
43 And when ſhe ſpies, beneath ſome ſilent Shade, 
The Daizies preſt, where late his Limbs were laid, 
10 the cold Print there cloſe ſhe joyns her Face, 
„ And all with guſhing Tears bedews the Grafs. 
1 | There with loud Plaints ſhe wounds the pitying Skies, 
And oh! return, my lovely Youth, ſhe cries, 


'3 


id 


Y neturn, Floreho, with thy wonted Charms 

b Ir ill the ſoft Circles of my longing Arms. 

ö Ceaſe, fair Affliction, ceaſe! the lovely Boy 

1 In Death's cold Arms doth pale and breathleſs lye. 

I The Fates can never change their firſt Decree, 

3 Or ſure they wou'd have chang'd this one for Thee. 

| 1 Pan for his Syrinx makes eternal moan, | 

1 Ceres her Daughter loſt, and thou thy Son. 

Thy Son for ever now has left the Plain, 

And is the Grief, who was the Grace, of eury Bri- 
uh Swain. 


0 4 Adieu 


3 
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Adieu, ye moſſy Caves, and ſhady Groves, 
Once happy Scenes of our ſucceſsful Loves: 1 f 


Ye hungry Herds, and bleating Flocks adieu, g 

Flints be your Beds, and browze the bitter Yew. 9 

Two Lambs alone ſhall be my Charge to feed, F 

For yearly on his Grave two Lambs ſhall bleed. 

This Pledge o' laſting Love, dear Shade, receive, 

Tis all, alas! a Shepherd's Love can give: 

But Grief from its own Pow'r will ſet me free, 

Will ſend me ſoon a willing Ghoſt to thee. 

Cropt in the flow'ry Spring of Youth, I'll go 

With haſty Joy to wait thy Shade below : 

In ever-fragrant Meads, and Jeſmin Bow'rs 
We'll dwell, and all Eyſium ſhall be ours. 

Where Citron Groves Xtherial Odours breath, 
And Streams o flowing Chryſtal purl beneath: 

Where all are ever young, and heav'nly fair, 

As here above thy Siſter-Graces are. 


And fince the Bloom of that cæleſtial Face, = | 
For which Diana would have leſt the Chace; 3 


LEY. 
That 
ak 
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That finiſh'd Shape, which wond ring all ſurvey d, 

1 __ by remorſeleſs Death, in Duſt is laid: 
Thy Urn with pious Care the Muſe ſhall keep, 

F or thee, thou beſt o* Swains, ſhe'll ever weep; 


| __ : 
* 2 


2 


q 

There to her tender Lute thy Praiſe ſhe'll ſing, 
| ; hile Hyacinths and Myrtles round her ſpring. 
'# $0 NG, 

* I. 


x Livia's lewd, but looks devout, 
. 


And Scripture-Proofs ſhe throws about, 
3 When firſt you try to win her: 


4 
But pull your Fob o' Guineas out, 


'YH 


ee Jenny firſt, and never doubt 
Jo make the Saint a Sinner. 
2. 
Prayer - Boos by Day are her Delight; a 
Fi o Chocolate muſt come in Gehr 


Before two Morning Chapters: 
But 


14 OxrorD and CaMBRIDOE 
But leſt the Spleen ſhou d ſpoil her quite, 
She takes a civil Friend at Night 
To raiſe her holy Raptures. 
WM * 
Thus oft we ſee a Glow- Worm gay, 
At large its fiery Tail diſplay, 
Encourag d by the dark; 
And yet the ſullen thing all Day 
| Snug in the lonely Thicket lay, 
To hide the native Spark. 


F 
g 
* 
; 
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An Epigram out of MARTTAL. 


I's from Home, and Milo being gone, 
His Lands bore nothing, but his Wife a Son: 
Why ſhe ſo fruitful, and ſo bare the Field? 

The Lands lay fallow, but the Wife was till'd, 


1 
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An Imitation of the Ninth Ode of the 
Firſt Book of Horace, 


Ince the Hills all around us do Penance in Snow, 
And Winter's cold Blaſts have benumm'd us be- 
low; 

Since the Rivers chain d up flow with the ſame Speed, 


* 


As Criminals move to ards the Pſalm they can't read: 

Throw whole Oaks at a time, nay whole Groves on 
the Fire, | 

To keep out the Cold, and new Vigour inſpire. 

Neer waſte the dull Time in impertinent thinking, 

But urge and purſue the grand Bus neſs of drinking. 

Come, pierce your old Hogſheads, ne er ſtint us in 
Sherry, 

For this is the Seaſon to drink and be merry. 

That reviv'd by good Liquor, and Billets together, 

We may brave the loud Storms, and detie the cold 
Weather, 


Well 


16 OxrorD and CAMBRIDGE 


We'll have no more of Bus'neſs, but Friend as you 
love us; 

Leave it all to the Care of the good Folks above us. 

Whilſt your Appetite's ſtrong, and good Humour | 
remains, 2 

And active briſk Blood does enliven your Veins, 

Improve the ſweet Minutes in Scenes of Delight, | 

Let your Friend have the Day, and your Miſtreſs f 
the Night: | 

In the dark you may try whether Phzllzs is kind, 

4 The Night for Intrigues was ever deſign'd: 

Tho'ſhe runs from your Arms, and retires to a Shade, 

Some friendly kind Sign will betray the coy Maid: 

All tremb'ling you'll find the poor baſhful Sinner, 

| iq Such a Treſpaſs is venial in any Beginner: 

But remember this Counfel R when once you have | 
met her, | f 

Get a Ring from the Nymph, or fonething that's 
better, 
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8 The 5th Epigram of Caru LLUS 
tranſlated. 


Vivamus, mea Lesbia, atque ame= 
mus, — 


Ou — 
* * 


Er's live, my dear, like Lovers too, 
L Nor heed what old Men ſay or dos 1 
The falling Sun will ſurely riſe, © 
And dart new Glories through the Skies. 
But when we fall, alas! our Light ) e.. 7 3 
Will ſet in everlaſting Night. Ae | 
Come then, let Mirth and am'rous Play * 
Be all the Buſineſs of the Day. 


Cire me this Kiſs— and this and this! 


f A hundred thouſand more. Let's kiſs 
Till we our ſelves cannot expreſs, | | 
Nor any lurking Spy confeſs 


The boundleſs meaſure of our Happineſs. 
+4908 Claudian's 


1 | iim to ſtrange Lands no rambling Humour bore, 4 | 
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Claudian' Old Man of Verona. 


Felix qui Patris evum tranſegit in 


agris, Oc. 


* WAppy the Man who all his Days does paſs 
H In the paternal Cottage of his Race ; 


Where firſt his trembling Infant ſteps he try d 

Which now ſupports his Age, and once his Youth 
employ d. | 

This was the Cottage his Forefathers knew, 


It ſaw his Birth, . ſhall ſee his Burial too; 
Unequal Fortunes, and Ambition's Fate ji 
Are things Experience never taught him yet. 3 


Nor breath d he ever any Air but of his native Shore. 
Free from all anxious Intereſts of Trade, 
No Storms at Sea have g er diſturb d his Head: 


He 
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He never Battel's wild Confufions ſaw, 

Nor heard the worſe Confuſions of the Law. 

A Stranger to the Town, and Town Employs, \ 

Their dark and crowded Streets, their Stink and 
N oiſe; | ( | 

He a more calm and brighter Sky enjoys. > 

Nor does the Year by change of Conſuls know, 

The Year his Fruits returning Seaſons ſhow; 

Quarters and Months in Nature's Face he ſees, 

In Flowers the Spring, and Autumn on his Trees, | 

The whole Day's Shadows in his Homeſtead drawn, 

Point out the hourly Courſes of the Sun. | 

Grown old with him, a Grove adorns his Field, 

Whoſe tender ſetts his Infancy beheld. 

= Of diſtant India, Erythrean Shores, 

Benacus Lake, Verona's neiglib ring Tow'rs, 

(Alike unſeen) from common Fame has heard, 

a Alike believes them, and with like Regard. 

Yer firm and ſtrong, his Grandchildren admire 

The Health and Vigour of their brawny Sire. 

TIA C 2 The 


= 
* 
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This good old Man, content at home to ſtay, 
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The ſpacious Globe let thoſe that will ſurvey, 


More happy Years ſhall know, more Leagues and 
Countries they, 


Martial Lib. 10. Epig. 47. 


Vitam que faciunt Beatiorem, 
Fucundiſfme Martialis hee ſunt, c. 


Ould you, my Friend, in little room ex- f 


expreſs 


The juſt Deſcription of true Happineſs; 
Firſt ſet me down a competent Eſtate, "a 
But rais d and left me by a Parent's Sweat; 
(Tis Pleaſure to improve, but Toil to get?) 
Not large, but always large enough to yield 
A chearful Fire, and no ungrateful Field, 
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Averſe to Law-Suirs, let me Peace enjoy, U 
And rarely peſtet'd with a Town-Employ: 

Smooth be my Thoughts, my Mind ſerene and 


— Go | 1 
A heathful Body with ſuch Limbs Id bear 
As ſhould be graceful, well proportion d, juſt, 
And neither weak, nor booriſhly robuſt: 
Nor Fool, nor Knave, but innocently wiſe; 
Some Friends indulge me, let a few ſuffice: 
But ſ\rited to my Humour and Degree, j 
Not nice, but eas ly pleas'd, and fit for me: 
So let my Board and Entertainments be. 
With wholeſome homely Food, not ſerv'd in State, 
What taſts as well in Pewter as in Plate: 
= Mirth and a Glaſs my chearful Ev'nings ſhare, 
| 7 At equal diſtance from Debauch and Care. 
Io Bed retiring let me find it bleſt 
with a kind modeſt Spouſe, and douny reit. 

Pleas d always with the Lot my Fates aſſigu, 
Let me no change deſire, no change decline; 

| C 3 With 
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With every turn of Providence comply, 
Not tir'd with Life, nor yet afraid to die. 


24 


The third Ode of” the third Book 1 


Horace. 


N honeſt Mind, to Virtue's Precepts true, 
Contemns the F ury of a lawleſs Crew: 
Firm as a Rock he to his Purpoſe ſtands, 
And thinks a Tyrant's Frowns as weak as his Com- 


mands. 
Him loudeſt Storms can't from his Centre move, 


He braves th' Almighty Thunder ev'n of Fove. 

If all the Heav' nly Orbs, confus'dly hurl'd,” 

[ Should daſh 1 in pieces, and ſhould cruſh the World, 
| Undaunted he the mighty Craſh would hear, 
Nor in his Breaſt admit a Thought of Fear. 
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Pollux and wand'ring Hercules of old” 
Were by ſuch Acts among the Gods enroll'd; 
Auguſtus thus the ſhining Pow rs poſſeſs d, 
By all th immortal Deities careſs d; 
He ſhares with them in their etherial Feafts, 
And quaffs bright Ne#ar with the Heav'nly Gueſts, 
This was the Path the friſking Tygres trod, 
Dragging the Car that bore their jolly God, 
Who fix d in Heav'n his Crown and his Abode. 
Romulus by Mars through this bleſt Path was ſhown, 
And ſcap d the Woes of gloomy Acberon. 
In Virtues rugged Road he took his way, 
And gain'd the Manſions of eternal Days 
For him, evn Junos ſelf pronounc'd a Word 
Grateful to all th Ethereal Council- Board. 


O lion, Jlion! I with tranſport view 
The Fall of all thy wicked perjurd Crew: 


C 4 pallar 
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Pallas and I have born a rankling Grudge 

To that curſt Shepherd, that inceſtuous Judge; 
Nay, ev'n Laomedon his Gods betray d, | þ 
And baſely broke the ſolemn Oath he made. 1 


But now the painted Strumpet and her Gueſt 
No more are in their Pomp and Jewels dreſt; 
No more is Hector licensd to deſtroy, 

To ſlay the Greeks, and fave his perjur'd Troy. 
Priam is now become an empty Ghoſt, 
Doom d with his Houſs to tread the burning Coaſt. 
The God of Battel now has ceas'd to roar, 

And I, the Queen of Heav'n, purſue my Hate no 


more. 
I now the Pojan Prieſteſs Son will give 
Back to his warlike Sire, and let him live 
In lucid Bow'rs, and give him leave to uſe 
Ambroſia, and the Ne&ars Heav'nly Juice; 
To be enroll'd in theſe ſerene Abodes, 
And wear the eaſie Order of the Gods. 


MISCELLANI. 


In this bleſt State I grant him to remain, 
© While Troy from Rome's divided by the Main; 
While favage Beaſts inſult the Trojan Tombs, - 
And in their Caves unlade their pregnant Wombs. | 
| Let th' exil'd Trojans reign in ev'ry Land, ü 


And let the Capitol triumphant ſtand, 
And all the tributary World command. 
Let awful Rome, with ſev'n refulgent Heads, 
Still keep her Conqueſts o'er the vanquiſh'd Medes, 
With conqu'ring Terrour let her Arms extend 
Her mighty Name to Shores without an end; 
EWhcre Mid-land Seas divide the fruitful Soil 
From Europe to the ſwelling Waves of Nile. 
et em be greater by deſpiſing Gold, 
= digging it from forth its native Mold, | 
7 ro be the wicked Inſtrument of Ill. 
ö Let Sword and Ruin ev'ry Country fill, 
That ſtrives to ſtop the Progreſs of her Arms, 
is only thoſe that Aa Sirius warms; 


But 


They not preſume to raiſe their antient Troy 2 


Jo tell the Counſels of the Heav'nly Choir? 
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But where the Fields in endleſs Winter lie, 
Whoſe Froſts and Snows the Sun's bright Rays defi, 
But yet on this Condition I decree 

The Warlike Romans happy Deſtiny; 

That when they univerſal Rule enjoy, 


For then all ugly Omens ſhall return, 

And Troy be built, but once again to burn; 

Ev'n I my ſelf a ſecond War will move, 

EvnT, the Siſter and the Wife of ove; 

If Ph#bus Harp ſhould thrice ere& a Wall 

And all of Braſs, yet thrice the Work ſhould fall, 
Sack d by my Fav'rite Greeks; and thrice again 
The Trojan Wives ſhould drag a Captive Chain, CM 
And mourn their Children, and their Huſbands lain.” Þ 


But whither wouldſt thou, ſoaring Muſe, aſpire 
1 


Alas! thou canſt not ſtrain thy weakly ſtrings, 
To ſing in humble Notes ſuch miglity things: 
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No more the Secrets of the Gods relate, 
e. Thy Tongue's too feeble for a Taſk ſo great. 


27 


—_ 


The Roſe. 


EE, Sylvia, ſee this new-blown Roſe! 
The Image of thy Bluſh, 

Mark how it ſmiles upon the Buſh, 
And triumphs as it grows. 


Oh pluck it not! we'll come anon; 

' EThou ſayſt: Alas! twill then be gone, 
I No its Purple Beauty's ſpread, 
son it will droop and fall, 

And ſoon it will not be at all; 


A | 

4 No fine things draw a length of Thread. 
e 

| 


® 


Then tell me, ſeems it not to ſay, 


Come on, and crop me whilſt you may? 


7 
a - 
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An ODE. 
i r. 
HE Man that's reſolute and juſt, 


Firm to his Principles and Truſt, 
Nor Hopes nor Fears can blind. 


— = -0& * * 0 


T 


No Paſſions his Deſigns controul, 
Not Love, that Tyrant of the Soul, 
Can ſhake Jus ſteady Mind; 


2. 


Not Parties for Revenge engag d, 
Not threatnings of a Court enrag d, 
Nor Storms where Fleets deſpair; 
Not Thunders pointed at his Head, 
The ſhatter d World may ſtrike him dead, 
Not touch his Soul with Fear. 
| 3· 
From this the Grecian Story roſe, 
By this the Romans aw'd their F oes, 


Of this their Poets ſing, 
Theſe 
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Theſe were the Paths the Heroes trod, 


Theſe Arts made Hercules a God, 
And Great Naſſaw ing 


4. 
Firm on the rowling Deck he ſtood © © > 
Unmov'd, beheld the breaking Flood, T bat 
With black ning Storms combine. 

Vertue, he cryd, will Force its way, 


The Winds may for a while delay, 
Not alter our Deſign. 


5. 


The Men whom ſelfiſh Hopes inflame, 5 
Or Vanity allures to Fame, 
May be to Fears betray d. 


But where a Church for Succour flies, 


Inſulted Law expiring lies, 
And loudly calls for Aid; 


F 6. Yes! 
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6. 


Yes! Britons, yes! with ardent Zeal 
I come, the wounded Heart to heal, 
The wounding Hand to bind. 
b See, Tools of arbitrary Sway, 
N And Prieſts, like Locuſts, fcowr away 
Before the Weſtern Wind. 


i 1 7. 

Law ſhall again her Force reſume, 

Religion clear d from Clouds of Rome 
With brighter Rays advance. 

The Britiſb Fleet ſhall rule the deep, 

The Britiſb Youth, as rousd from Sleep, 
Strike Terrour into France. 

Wy: 
Nar ſhall theſe Promiſes of Fate 


Be limited to my ſhort Date, 
When I from Care withdraw; 
Still 
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Still ſhall the Britiſh Scepter ſtand, 71219 TOP 
Shall flouriſh in a Female Hand, 

And to Mankind give Law. 

WS 

She ſhall domeſtick Faes unite, 
Monarchs beneath her Flag ſhall fight, 

Whole Armies drag her Chain. 
She ſhall loſt Italy reſtore, | c 

hall make the Imperial Eagle ſoar, 
And give a King to Spain. 


IO. 
But know, theſe Promiſes are giv'n, 


neſe great Rewards, 1mpartial Heavn 
Does on theſe Terms decree ; 
hat ſtrictly puniſhing Mens Faults, 


Nou let their Conſciences and Thoughts 
Reſt abſolutely free, 
1 11. 

et no falſe Politicks confine 

In narrow bounds, your vaſt Deſign 


To make Mankind unite; . 
Nor 


* * 
- waa 2 me. 
_ 
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Ner think it a ſufficient Cauſe, , arts FF 


© | —_—— 


To puniſh Men by penal Laws 
For not believing right. 
12. 


Rome, whoſe blind Zeal deſtroys Mankind, 


Rome's Sons ſhall-your Compaſſion find, 
who neer Compaſſion knew. 


By noble Actions theirs condemn, . 


For whiat has been reproach d in them, 
| Canncer be prais d in you. 
13. 
Theſe Subjects ſuit not with the Lyre 


Muſe, to what heights doſt thou aſpire, | 


ah Pretending to rehearſe : 
The thoughts of God, and God-l ike Kings, - 


Ceaſe, Ceaſe to lelfen ny ming 
By mean edle Verſe. | t 
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A SIMILE. 


EAR Thomas, didſt thou never pop 

Thy Head into a Tinman's Shop ? 

There, Thomas, didſt thou never ſee 

(Tis but by way of Simile 

A Squirrel ſpend his little Rage, | 

In jumping round a rouling Cage ? 67 

The Cage, as either fide turn d up, 

Striking a ring of Bells a top —— - 

Moy'd in the Orb, pleas d with the Chimes, 

The fooliſh Creature thinks he climbs: 

But here or there, turn Wood or Wire, 

He never gets two Inches higher. = 

So fares it with thoſe merry Blades, 

That friſk it under Pindus Shades, 

In noble Songs and lofty Odes, 

They tread on Stars, and talk with Gods: 
8 


33 


Still 
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Still dancing in an airy Round, 

Still pleas d with their oun Verſes Sound: 
Brought back, how faſt ſo e er they 00, 


Always aſpiring, always low. 


An * o 4 Lady, who told me, 
I coud not love her beernily, 0 beat 
I had lo d 3 got & or gulgr at nl 


In ee in of Ms: Waller, 228 

LI Skis, ceafe to blame my Youth voor 

F For having lov d before; Ron 
So Men, eer they have learnt the Truth, 

Strange Deltics adore. 

3 My Youth. (tis true) has often =" a 
I Like Bees o'er pawdy Flow'rs; (aan 
And many thouſand Loves has chang 9 

| * Till it was fat in yours. 

Ki. 2 a But 
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For, Sylvia, when I ſaw'thoſe KV 
'Twas ſoon determin q the: 
Stars might as well forſake the Skies 

And vaniſh into Air, 22H 12 Dor 30 | 
If I from this great Rule 3 Bicker 2 5 ö 
New Beauties to eplore 
May I again turn Wanderer, DO 2 aa BnoF 
And never ſettle mori 


- - [1 «+ - - . 4 8 
e 4 7 - . , 
ALL 144 & = 


* "FP 
- kT 2 


Againſt Modeſ in Love. 

OR many unſucceſsful Tears 
F At Ourhias Feet Thy; ; = * 
And often bath d em with my Tear 72D 

Deſpair'd, but durſt not pray. [took bat? 
No proſtrate Wretch before the Shrine 

Of any Saint above, | 
Eer thought his Goddeſs more divine, 

Or paid more awful Love, 


D 2 Still 
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Still the diſdainful Dame look d down 
With an inſulting Pride; 
Receiv'd my Paſſion with a Frown, 
Or toſs d her Head aſide. | 
When Cupid whiſper d in my Ear, 
Uſe more prevailing, Charms, v4 vi] 
Fond, whining, modeſt Foph, draw near, 
And claſp her in your Arms. | 
With eager Kiſſes tempt the Maid, 
From Cynthia's Feet depart 5 © 
The Lips he warmly muſt invade, 
Who wou'd poſſeſs the Heart, 
With that I ſhook. off all my Fears. 
My better Fortune try'd ;, ad 5A 
And Cynthia gave, what h for ke 3 WE. 
Had fooliſhly deny d. 1 716 
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On 4 young Ladys 5 going to Fans in 
the Spring. 


NE Night unhappy Celadon, 
O Beneath a frieridly Myrtle's Shade, 
With folded Arms and Eyes caſt down, 
Gently repos'd his Lovecſick Head : 
Whilſt Thyrſcs ſporting on the neighb'ring Plain, 
Thus heard the diſcontented Youth complain. 


Aſk not the Cauſe why ſickly Flow'rs 
Faintly recline their drooping Heads; 
As fearful of approaching Show'rs, 
They ſtrive to hide them in their Beds, 
Grieving with Celadon they downward grow, 
And feel with him a Sympathy of Woe, 


Chloris will go, the cruel Fair, 
Regardleſs of her dying Swain 
D 3 Leaves 
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Leaves him to languiſh, to deſpair, 
5 And murmur out in Sighs his TR. 


The fugitive to uit . ma, 
To make new Slaves, and gain new Victories. 


j 0 * p 
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So reſtleſs Monarchs, tho poſſeſs * | # 
Of all that we all Stare or Pow! r. 
| Fancy cbemſelves but meanly bleſt, 
| Vainly;: ambitious s till of more. 


Round the wide Warkd-impatiently they roam, 


Not fatisfy'd with private Sway at home. 
. 1 
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Engliſh, | 4p} 
S Neptune the Venetian Tow'rs ſurveys, - + 
A Rooted in F loods, and ruling o'er the Seas; 


Boaſt now thy Capitol, great Fove, he crys, _ 

Boaſt how thy Rome's imperial Ramparts riſe. | ne 

Let, to my Tides, thy Bber be prefer d. 

But look, how each aſpiring Pile i is rear d: 

View both alike, thou ſhalt the Cauſe reſign, hs 

And own, that Men built Ju but Gods buile 
mine. 
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Caro Character, ; from the ſecond Book 
of Lucan," beginning at 


— mores, * duri immota Catonis 


Seda WF: 


By the fams. | | 
Hoch Cato was, of ſuch exalted kind, 
8 Auſtere his Manners, and unmov'd his Mind. | 
He kept a Mien, and follow'd Nature's Laws, Ne 
Fought, and fell bravely in his Country 8 Cauſe; + 
Nor thought himſelf born for himſelf alone, 
But made the Welfare of the World his own, 
Thro' Cold he cloath'd himſelf, thro Hunger fed, 
His Houſe but fenc'd the Weather from his Head, - 
Not Luſt, but Love of Offspring, made himwed, 
No looſe Deſires 'debauch'd his noble Life, 
Rome was at once his Miſtreſs, and his Wife. 
Juſtin all Points, Hing and reſolv'd he ſtood, 
Deſpiſing Death, when for his Country's Good: 


80 


MISCELLANT,' 4 
So great his Soul, his Actions ſo divine, 
Free from all Self- deſire, or Self. deſign. | 


_ 4 w 1 ah. „ 
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A PASTORAL. 


| . .  Thenot, Colinet. _ | 
Tbenot. X THY do thy cloudy Looks thus melt 
in Tears | | 
Unſeemly, now all Heav'n ſo blithe appears? + 
Why in this mournful manner art thou found, 
 Unthankful Lad, when all things ſmile around? 
Hark how the Lark and Linnet jointly ſing, 
Their Notes Soft-warbling to the ghdſom Spring. 


Col. Tho ſoft their Notes, not ſo my wayward Fate. 
Nor Lark would ſing, nor Linnet in my State: 
Each Creature to his proper Taſk is born; 
As they to Mirth and Muſick, I to mourn : | 
Waking 
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Waking at Midnight I my Woes renew, | + - » 
And with my Tears increaſe the falling Dew. 
Then. Can luſty Youth have Reaſon to complain? 
Or who the Weight of Age cou d cer ſuſtain, 
If, as our waning Forces daily ceaſe, 
The tireſome Burthen doubles its Increaſe ? 
( Yet, tho with Years my Body downward tend, 
As Trees beneath their Fruit in Autumn bend, 
My Mind a chearful Temper ſtill retains, 
Spite of my ſnowy Head and icy Veins: 
For why ſhou'd Man at croſs Mis-haps repine,, 
Sour all his Sweet, and mix with Tears his Wine? 
But ſpeak, for much it may relieve thy Woe, 
To let a Friend thy inward Ailment know, 
Col. Twill idly waſte thee, Thenot, a whole Day, 
-$Should'ſt thou give Ear to all my Grief can ſay ; 
Thy Eavs will wander, and thy-heedleſs Lambs 
With Bleatings Joud require their abſent Dams, 
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Then, There's Lighifoas he hall tend ther hn 
and 1 

Twirt whiles a croſs the Plain will glance mine Eye. 


Cl. Where to begin I know not, where, to end, 
Scarce does one ſmiling Hour my Youth attend: 
Tho' few my Days, as my own Follies ſhow, - . 
Let all thoſe Days are clouded ver with Woe ; 

No Gleam of happy Sun-ſhine does appear | 

My lowring Skie and wintry Days to chear, 
My piteous Plight in yonder naked Tree, 

That bears the Thunder-ſcar, too well I ſee 3 
Quite deſtitute it ſtands of Shelter kind, 

The Mark of Storms, and Sport of ev'ry Wind : 

Its riven Trunk feels not th. Approach of Spring, _ 
Nor any Birds among the Branches ſingzʒ 
No more beneath thy Shade ſhall Shepherds thron x 


With merry Tale, or Pipe, or pleaſant Song: 


Unhappy 
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Unhappy Tree! and more unhappy I! 
From thee, from me alike the Shepherds fly. 


Then. Sure thou in ſome ill choſen Hour waſt born, 
When blighting Mildews ſpoil the riſing Corn, 
Or when the Moon, by Witchcraft charm'd, fore- 
ſhows 
Thro ſad Eclipſe a various Train of Woes : 
Untimely born, ill Luck betides thee ſtill, 


Col. And can there, Thenot, be a greater Ill? 


Then. Nor Wolf, nor Fox, nor rot amongſt our 
; Sheep ; 

For, from all theſe good Shepherd's Care may keep: 
Againſt Hl Luck all cunning Foreſight fails ; 
Whether we ſleep or wake it nought avails, 


Col. Ah me, che while! ah me, the luckleſs Day! 
Ah luckleſs Lad! the rather might I ſay: 
y | Unhappy 
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Unhappy Hour, when firſt, /in youthful Bud. 
I left the fair Sabrinas filver Flood 

Ah filly I! more filly than my Sheep, 

Which on thy flowry Banks I once did keep ; 
Sweet are thy Banks ! O when ſhall I once more 
With longing Eyes review thy beauteous Shore? 
When in the Cryſtal of thy Waters ſee | >. 

My Face grown wan thro Care and Miſery ? 
When ſhall-I ſee my Hut, the ſmall Abode 
My ſelf had rais d and cover d oer with Clod? 
Tho ſmall it be, a mean and humble Cell, 

Yet was there room for Peace and me to dwell - 


2 the Cauſe that de i 


away? bs . ra 
From thy low'd me what _ th ſtray?. : 


Cal. A lend Deſire e * and Swains to 
Ah God, that ever I ſhou'd covet Woe ! 
1:75 | With 
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With wandring Feet unbleſt, and fond of Fame, 
I ſought I know not what, beſides a Name. 


{ $ was 8 Wo 
* 


Then. Or, ſooth to ſay, didſt thou not hither roam 
In hopes of Wealth, thou could ſt not 2 
— A rowling Stone is ever bare of Moſs; ; N. a 
And to their Coſt green Years old Proverbs croſs. 


Col. Small need there was, in flatt'ring Hopes/of 
Gain, 11 190 b* brig berg ! V1 15 I 
| To drive my pining Flock a-thwart the Plain 
Jo diſtant Cam; fine Gain at length, I ow, ＋ 791 
To hoard up to my ſelf ſuch deal of Woe ! | 
My ſheep quite ſpent through Travel and ill Fare, 
And, like Wir Keeper, ragged grown and _ 
Here on cold Earth to make my nightly Bed, 
And on a bending Willow reſt my Head. 
"Tis hard to bear the pinching Cold wich Pain 3. 
And hard is Want to th unexperĩiencd Swain: 
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But neither Want nor pinching Cold is hard, 

To blaſting Storms of Calumny compar d: n tiv 
Unkind as Hail it falls, whoſe pelting Show'rs 

Deſtroy the tender Herb and budding Flowra 


Then. Slander- we — count the . 
Wrong; f 
Fo or, "__ wounds ſorer than an evil 7 Tong * 


Col. Untoward Lads, that Pleafance take i in ſpite, 
Make mock of all the Dirtics Findite. | 0s 
In vain, O Colimer, thy Pipe ſo ſhril 12 
Charms ev'ry Vale, and gladdens ev'ry Hill; 

In vain thou ſeekTt the Cow rings of the Grove, 
In che col Shade to fing the eaiWo Loves? + 
No Paſſion, but rank Envy, canſt thou move: 
Sing what thou wilt, ill Nature will prevail, 
And ev'ry Elf has Skill enough to rail. 22811 
But yet, tho poor and artleſs is my Vein, 
Menalcas ſeems to like my ſimple Strain; 

a And 
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And long as he is pleas d to hear my Song, 
Which to Menalcas does of Right belong, 
Nor Night nor Day ſhall my rude Muſick ceaſe, 
I aſk no more, ſo I Menakas pleaſe. | 


Then. Menalcas, Lord of all the neighb'ring Plains, 
Preſerves the Sheep, and o'er the Shepherds reigus: 
For him our yearly Wakes and Feaſts we hold, 
And chuſe the fatteſt Firſtlings from the Fold: 
He good to all, that good deſerve, ſhall give 
Thy Flock to feed, and thee at Eaſe to live; 
Shall curb the Malice of unbridled Tongues, 
And bounteouſly reward thy rural Songs. 
This Night thy Cares with me forget, and fold 
Thy Flock with mine to ward thinjurious Cold. 
Sweet Milk and clouted Cream, ſoft Cheeſe and Curd, 
With ſome remaining Fruit of laſt Year's Hoard, 
Shall be our Ev'ning Fare; and for the Night, _ 
Sweet Herbs and Moſs, that gentle Sleep invite. 


And 
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And now behold the Sun's departing Ray 

Oer yonder Hill, the Sign of ebbing Day: 

With Songs the jovial Hines return from Plow, 
And th'unyok'd Heifers, pacing homeward, low. 


— 
— 
© 


Af ; 
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. . 


Aiorber PASTORAL. 

By the ſame Hed. © 
Albino. W EN Vingil thought no Shame the 
To tune, and Flocks on Mantuen Plains to feed, 
With young Auguſtus Name he grac'd his Song: 
And Spencer, when amid the rural Throng, 
He carol'd ſweet and graz d along the Flood 
Of gentle Thames, made ev ry ſounding Wood 


With good Ehſa's Name to ring around; 
Eliſa's Name on ev'ry Tree was found. 


E Since 
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Since then, O4 our Cattle thrive, 
And Swains at eaſe through ANNAs Goodneſs live; 
Like them will I my flender Muſick raiſe, 

And caufe the vocal Vallies ſpeak her Praiſe : 
While you ſome labour d Poem ſhall deſign, 

And ANN Virtues beautifie each Line. 

But now to you, my Friend, a lowly Lay, 
While my Kids browze, obſcure in Shades I play. 


Two Country Swains, both muſical, both young, 
In Friendſhip's mutual Bonds united long, | 
Retird within a moſſy Cave, to ſnunn 
The Crowd of Shepherds, and the Noon-day Sun: 
A melancholy Thought poſſeſs d their Mind; 
Revolving now the ſolemn Day they find 
When young Albino dy'd : his Image dear 
- Bedews their Checks with many a trickling Tear; 

To Tears they add the Tribute of their Verſe: | 
Theſe Angelor,, thoſe Pain did rehearſe. 


Hagel 


ae u en, | 


Angelot. Thus * cireling by-pa Times returns | 


And yearly thus Albinos Fate we mourn: 


5 


Albino's Fate was early; ſhort his Stay: — pie. 


How ſweet the Roſe! how ſpeedy the Decay! 


Can we forget how ev'ry Creature moan d, 
And ſympathizing Rocks-in'Echos groan d, 
Preſaging future Woe, when for our Crimes 
We loſt Albin, Pledge of peageful Times, 
The Pride of Britain, and the darling Joy, 
Of all the Plains and ev'ry Shepherd Boy? 


Nor Shepherds found upon the graſſy Green; 


No joyous Pipe was heard, no Flocks were ſeen, * 


No Cattel graz'd the Field nor drank the Flood ; 
No Birds were heard to warble thro the Wood. 


In yonder gloomy Grove ſtretch d out he lay, 
His beauteous Limbs upon the ſordid Clay; | 


E 2 The 
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The Roſes on his pallid Cheeks decay d, 


And er his Lips a livid Hue diſplay'd. 


Bleating around him le his penſive Sheep, * 
And mourning Shepherds came in Crowds to weep; 
The pious Mother comes, with Grief oppreſt : ' 
Ye conſcious Trees and Fountains can atteſt, - 

With what ſad Accents and what moving Cries | 
She filld. the Grove, and importun'd the Skies, 

And eviry Star upbraided with his Death, | 
When in her childleſs Arms, devoid of Breath, 

She claſp'd her Son: Nor did the Nymph for this- 
Place in her Darling's Welfare all her Bliſs, F 
And teach him young the Sylvan Crook to wield, 
And rule the peaceful Empire of the Field. 


As milk-white Swans on filver Streams do ſhow, - 
And ſilver Streams to grace the Meadows flow; 
As Corn the Vales, and Pines the Hills adorn, 
So thou to thine an Ornament waſt born. 


„ 
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Since thou, delicious Youth, didſt quit the Plains, 
Th ungrateful Ground we till with fruitleſs Pains; 
In labour'd Furrows ſow the Choice of Wheat, 
And over empty Sheaves in Harveſt ſweat :. 

A thin Increaſe our woolly Subſtance yields, 
And Thorns and Thiſtles overſpread hs Fields. 


How all our * are fled like Morning Dew! | 
And we but in our Thoughts thy Manhood view. 
Who now ſhall teach the pointed Spear to throw, 
To whirl the Sling, and bend the ſtubborn Bom? 
Nor do'ſt thou live to bleſs thy Mothers Days, 
And ſhare the ſacred Honours of her Praiſe . N 

In foreign Fields to purchaſe endleſs Fame, | 
And add new Glories to the Britiſh Name. l 

O peaceful may thy gentle Spirit reſt! | 
And flow'ry Turf lye light upon thy Breaſt, - "6 
Nor ſhrieking Owl nor Bat fly round thy Tomb 
Nor mid - night Fairies there to revel come. 


E 3 Palin 
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Palin. No more, miſtaken Angelor, complain 
Albino lives, and all our Tears are vain: 
And now the royal Nymph, who bore him, deigns 
To bleſs the Fields, and rule the ſimple Swains; 
While from above propitious he looks down. 
For this the convex Skies no longer frown, 

The Planets ſhine indulgent on our Ille, 

And rural Pleaſures round about us ſmile: 

Hills, Dales and Woods with ſhrilling Pipes reſound, 
The Boys and Virgins dance with Gartands ctown ny 
And hail Albino bleſt ! the Vallies _ 


| ; - Abino bleſt! O now, if ever, bring 


The Laurel green, the ſmelling Eglantine 
And tender Branches from the mantling Vine, 
The dewy Cowſlip, that in Meadow grows, 
The Fountain Violet and Garden Roſe ; 

Your Hamlets ſtrew and ev ry publick Way, 
n confecrate to Mirth Abino's Day : 
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My ſelf will laviſh all my little Store, 

And deal about the Goblet flowing oer; 

Old Moulin there ſhall harp, young Mico ſing, 
And Cuddy dance the Round amidſt the Ring, 
And Hobbinol his antick Gambols play: 

To thee theſe Honours. yearly will we pay, 
When we our ſhearing Feaſt and Harveſt keep, 
To ſpeed the Plow, and bleſs our thriving Sheep. 
While Mallow Kids and Endive Lambs perſue, 
While Bees love Thyme, and Locuſts fip the Dew, 
While Birds delight in Woods their Notes to ſtrain , 
Thy Name and ſweet Remembrance ſhall remain, 


E 4 Another 
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Another PASTORAL. 


By the ſame Hand. 


Shepherd Boy, all inan Ev ning fair, 
When Weſtern Winds had cool'd the ſultry 
Air, Th 
When all his Sheep within their F old 1 were pent, 
Lamented thus his dreery Diſcontent; 
So pityful, that all the ſtarry Throng 
Attentive ſeem'd to hear his mournful Song. 
Alas! he ſung how long muſt I endure 
This pining Pain ? Or who ſhall work my Cure? 
Fond Love no Cure will have, ſeeks no Repoſe ; 
* Delights in Grief, nor bounded Meaſure knows. 
And now the Moon begins in Clouds to riſe ; 
| The twinkling Stars are lighted in the Skies; 
The Winds are huſh ; the Deus diſtil ; and Sleep 
With ſoft Embrace has ſeiz'd my weary Sheep: 
I only 
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] only with the prowling Wolf conſtrain d 
All Night to wake: with Hunger is he pain'd,”. - _ 
And I with Love: his Hunger he may tame; 

But who in Love can quench th'encreafing Flame? 


I heretofore like this tall Poplar fair, 
Up rais'd my heedleſs Head devoid of Care,; 
'Mong ruſtick Routs the chief for wanton Game, 
Nor could they merry make till Lobbin came. 
Who better ſeen than I in Shepherds Arts, 
To pleaſe the Lads or win the Laſſes Hearts? 
How deftly to my Oaten Reed, ſo ſweet, 
Wont they upon the Green to ſhift their Feet ? 
And, when the Dance was dane, how would they 
yearn, | 1 
Some well invented Tale from me to learn? 
For many Songs and Tales of Mirth had I 
To chaſe the lingring Sun a- down the Skie. | 
But ah ! ſince Lucy coy has wrought her Spite 
Within my Heart, unmindful of Delight 
The 


'S 
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The jolly Grooms I fly, and all alone 
To Rocks and Woods pour forth my fruitleſs Moan, 


Oh! quit thy wonted Scorn, relentleſs Fair 


Eer lingring long I periſh thro' Deſpair. 


Hed Roſalind been Miſtreſs of my Mind, 
Tho' not fo fair, ſhe would have been more kind. 


' Unwitting Maid! O think, while yet is time, 
How flying Years impair our youthful Prime: 


Thy Virgin Bloom will not for ever ſtay ; 


„ And Flow'rs, tho left ungather d will decay: 


The Flow'rs anew returning Seaſons bring; 


Bur Beauty faded has no ſecond | Spring: 


My Words are Wind ; ſhe, deaf to melting Cries, 
Takes Pleaſure in the Miſchief of her Eyes. 
Like friſking Heifer looſe in flow'ry Meads, 
She gads where ' er her roving Fancy leads; 
But ſtill from me : Ah me, the tireſome Chaſe ! 


While wing d with Scorn ſhe flies my fond Embrace : 
hy She 
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She flies indeed, but ever leaves behind, 4 

Fly where ſhe will, her Likeneſs in my Mind: | 

Ah turn thee then ! unthinking Damſel, why 
Thus from the Youth, who loves thee, wilt thou fly? 
No cruel Purpoſe in my Speed I bear 

Tisall but Love, and Love why ſhould'ſt thou fear? 
What idle Fears a maiden Breaſt alarm | 
Stay, ſimple Girl ! a Lover cannot harm. 


Two Kidlins, ſportive as thy ſelf, I rear, 
Like tender Buds their ſhooting Horns appear: 
A Lambkin too pure white I breed as tame 
And gentle, as I wiſh my ſcornful Dame: 
A Garland deck'd with all the Pride of May, 
Sweet as thy Breath, and as thy Beauty gay, | 
IIl weave : but why theſe unavailing Pains ? 
The Gifts alike, and Giver ſhe diſdains. 


Oh would my Gifts but win her ſtubborn Heart! 


Or could I half the Warmth I feel impart 5 | 
How 
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How would I wander ev'ry Day to firid 

The ruddy'Wildings ] were but Lucy kind. 

For gloſſy Plumbs I'd climb the knotty Tree, 

And of freſh Honey rob the thrifty Bee : 

Or, if thou deign to live a Shepherdeſs, 

Thou Lobbins Flock and Lobbin ſhalt poſſeſs : 

And fair my Flock, nor yet unhandſome I, 

If liquid Fountains flatter not : and why 

Should liquid Fountains flatter us, yet ſhow 

The bord ring Flow'rs leſs beauteous than they grow ? 


O come my Love ! nor think th Employment 
mean, | 

The Dams to milk, and little Lambkins wean ; 
To drive a- field by Morn the fat ning Es, 
Eer the warm Sun drink up the cooly Dew. 
How would the Crook beſeem thy beauteous Hand 5 
How would my younglins round thee gazing ſtand! 
Ah witleſs Younglins ? gaze not on her Eye, 


Such heedleſs Glances are the cauſe I die: ha 
Nor 


—B ee | 
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Nor trow I when this bitter Blaſt ſhall end, 5 
Or if kind Love will ever me'befriend;'+- + * 
Sleep, ſleep my Flock, for happy you may take | 
Your Reſt, tho nightly thus 18 1 wake. 


- Now to the waning Moon the dee . 
In doleful Ditties told her tuneful Tale: 1 
The Love: ſick Shepherd liſt ning found Relief, lol Ht 
Pleas d with fo ſweet a Partner in his Grief; 
Till by degrees her Notes and ſilent Night 
To Slumbers ſoft his ſorrowing Breaſt invite. 
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Another PASTORAL. 
nh By the ſame Hand. 

Mico, Argol. 
HIS place may ſeem for _— Lei- 
ſiure made, 
So lovingly theſe Elms unite their Shade. 
Th ambitious Woodbine, how it climbs, to breathe 
Its balmy Sweets around on all beneath 
The Ground with Graſs of chearful Green beſpread, 
Thro which the ſpringing Flow'r up-rears its Head: 
Lo here the Kingcup, of a golden Hue, 


Meddly'd with Daiſies white and Endive blue. 
Hark how the gawdy Goldfinch and the Thruſh 


Mico. 


With tuneful warblings fill that Bramble-buſh! 
Jn pleaſing Conſorts all the Birds combine, 
And tempt. us in the various Song to join. 

Up Argol then; and to thy Lip apply 

Thuy mellow Pipe, or vocal Muſick try: 
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And ſince our Ews have grazd, no harm if they 
Lye round and liſten, while their Lambkins play. 


Argol. The Place indeed gives Pleaſure tothe Eye; 
And Pleaſure works the Singer's Fancy high; 

The Fields breathe ſweet, and now the gentle Breeze 
Moves ev'ry Leaf, and trembles thro the Trees, 
So ſweet a Scene ilþ-ſuits my rugged Lay, | 

And better fits the Muſick thou canſt play. 


Mico. No Skill of Muſick can I, fimple Swain, 
No fine Device thy Ear to entertain; | 
Tho rude my Strains, uncouth the Melody, 

It pleaſes and diverts my Sheep and me. 

Yet Colinet (and Colinet has Skill.) 

My F ingers guided on the tuneful Quill, 

And try'd to teach me on what Sounds to dwell, 
And where to ſink a Note, and where to ſwell, 


Argol. Ah 


a — ñ —— > cot 
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Agel Ah Mee / half my Flock wou'd I beſtow, 
Would Colinet to me his Cunning ſhow. 


80 trim his Sonnets are, I prithee, Swain, 


Now give us once a Sample of his Strain: 


For Wonders of that Lad the Shepherds ſay, 


How ſweet his Pipe, how raviſhing his Lay: 
The Sweetneſs of his Pipe and Lay rehearſe, 
And alk * 4 thou FRO) for thy Verſe, 


Alco. Since then thou liſt, a mournful Song I 

chuſe; | 
A mournful Song becomes a'mournful Muſe : 
Faſt by the River on a Bank he fate, | 
To weep a lovely Maids untimely Fate, 


That Stella hight; a lovely Maid was ſhe, 


Whoſe Fate he wept ; a faithful Shepherd he. 


Awake, my Pipe, in ev'ry Note expreſs 
Fair Stellas Death, and Colinet's Diſtreſs. 


O woe- 
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O woful Day! O Day of Woe! quoth he; 
And woful I, who live this Day to ſee! 
That ever ſhe could die, O moſt unkind! 
To go, and leave thy Colinet behind: | 
And yet, why blame I her? full fain would ſhe 
With dying Arms have claſpd her ſelf to me: 
I claſp'd her too but Death was all too ſtrong, 
Nor Tears, nor Vows, could flitting Life prolong, 
Teach me to grieve with bleating Moan, my Sheep; 
Teach me, thou ever-flowing Stream, to weep; 
Teach me, ye fainting hollow Winds to ſigh; 
And let my Sorrows teach me how to die: 
Nor Flock, nor Stream, nor Winds can cer rellen 
A Wretch like me; for ever born to grieve. 


Awake, my Pipe; in ev'ry Note expreſs | 
Fair Stellas Death, and Coliner's Diſtreſs. 


* — 
- 
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Ye brighter Maids, faint Emblems of my Fair, 
With down-caft Looks, and with disſheveld Hair, 
In bitter Anguth beat your Breaſts, and moan 
Her Hour untimely, as it were your own : 
Alas! the fading Glory of your Eyes 
In vain we deat upon, in vain. you prize; 

For tho your Beauty rule the filly Swain, 

And in his Heart like little Queens you reigns 
Yet Death will een that charming Beauty kill, 
As rutheſs Winds the render Bloſſoms ſpill. 

If either Maſick's Voice, or Beauty's Charm 
Could make him mild, and ſtay his Tied Arm; 
My Pipe her Face, her Face my Pipe ſhould fave, 
Redeeming thus each other from the Grave. 
Ah fruitleſs Wiſh! cold Death's up- lifted Arm 
Nor Muſick can perſuade, nor Beauty chatm: 
For ſee (O baleful fakt!) fee where the lies! 
The budding Flow'r, unkindly blaſted, dies. 


Awake, 


' -— WA —— . 
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Awike, my Pipez in evry Note exphets © : 

Fair Stels Death, and there Diff 
ne 9 net Dane ee 

Unhappy Colinet ! what boots thee now 
To weve freh Gartah& #69 tHe Bait“ Brow? 
Throw by the Lilly, Dili And Kot: + 
One of black Yew, and Wiſow pale inte RAT 
With baneful Henbane, deadly Nithtfhade dreſt; 
A Garland that may wirnels thy umme e 
My Pipe, whoſe ſoothing ſound could Paſſion 1 
And firſt taught Stellas Virgin Heart to Ing 
Untun'd ſhall hang upon this blaſted Oak, 
Whence Owls their Dirges fing, and Ravens wt 
Nor Lark, nor Linnet ſhalt by Day Wiyhtr, © 
Nor Nightingale divert my moan by Night," | 
The Night and Day ſhall utdiſtinguiſi q by” 
Alike to Stella, and alike to the, IL IO 


F 2 _ Thus 
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Thus ſweetly did the gentle Shepherd ſing, 
And heavy Woe within ſoft Numbers bring. 
And now that Sheep-Crook for my Song I crave. 


Argol. Nor this, but much afairer thou al * 
Of ſeaſon d Elm, where ſtuds of Braſs Appear, 
That ſpeak the Giver's Name, the Month and Lear; 
The Hook of poliſh'd Steel, the Handle torn . 


And _ by the Graver « Skill adorn d. 


0 Colmes, 5 Geet 9 Grief to . EE 
How does thy Verſe ſubdue the liſt ning 1 
Not half ſo ſweet are Midnight Winds, that move 
In drowie murmurs ger the waving Grove; 
Nor drooping Waters, that in Grots diſtill, 

And with 2 tinkling & found their Caverns fill : 
So fing the Swans, that in ſoft Accents waſte | 
Their dying Breath, and warble to the laſt: 


Py 


And 


sr ELL ANT 
And next to thee, ſhall Mico bear the Bell, 
That an rept ty pc Vacs 6 wh + N 


E 


But fee, the Hill inceating Stidows at} F 
The ſinking Sun is leaving us in haſte: 2 
| His weekly Rays but glimmer thro the Wood, 

And blewiſh Miſts exhale from yonder Flood. 


Abc. Then ſend our Curs to gather uptheSheep, _ 
Good Shepherds, with their on betimes mould 
| ſleep: 5 
For he that late lies down, as late will riſe, - * -\ 
And, Sluggard-like, till Noon. day 2. 8 
While, in their Folds, his in jur d Ews complain, 
* aker dowy kae, bleat i in vain, Boy 
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B Mr. James Gardiner, B. A. Fellow of Jeſus College - 
F V : in nn, | * 1 


Vite Summa brevis ſorm nos veter inchoare longam, 
Hor. Ode. iv. 


H E welcome Sun, with long 4 Light, 
1 At length ariſing, chas d away the Night, 


Vet could not, with the Shades, remove my Fears 
Diſſolve my Grief, and diſſipate my Cares; 
Remembrance of paſt Dangers filfd my Breaſt | 
With anxious Terrors, and deny'd me reſt. | 

Coy Sleep refus d, tho courted much, to doſe 
My wear ied Eye-lids, fo from Bed I roſe, 78 i 
And having Thanks to the kind Owner paid, TE 125 
I left the Fiſher's hoſpitable Shed, 
Whoſe generous Mind a needful Succour gave, | 
Snatch'd me from Death, and from a warry Grave. || 


+00 
- 
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Then | 


Nw all their gawdy Shew and Glory's gong, 


a » 
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Then walkd 1 Penfve on the rocky Shoar, | 
The angry Waves had ceas'd their horrid roar; ; 
Each Mountain-billow ſhrunk its tow'ring Head, 
And peaceful flept upon its oozy Bed, 
The Winds had ſpent their Breath, and to o their 
Caves were fled, 


' 


Yet as the new-caln'd Ocean grew ſerene, 
on its ſmooth Plain appear d a diſmal Scene: 8 
Diſtinctly now my wand ring Eyes beheld, 

With our late Wreck, the tragick Surface fill'd; : 
Mix'd with the Keel, in rude Confuſion lies 
The lofty Pine that threatn'd once the Skies; 
Prodigious Planks, the painted Veſſel's Pride, 3 
Torn by the Tempeſt from her wounded*fide;*: 
Are borne along, the Triumph of the Tide: 
While all her Cargo, a defenceleſs Pre, 
To rav'nous Sharks and Mews Se en lay. 4] | 
The ſilken Streamers that ſo lately ſnone 


F 4 Shatterd 
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Sbatter d and fully d, now can only be 
e of the World's e 
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But a dead Care driv n before the Wind, 
Afflicted moſt my melancnolly Mind. 
Long with my ſelf I weigh d th uncertain State 
Of all things human, made the Sport of Fate; 
2 by no Reaſon or Example W | 
en, diſappointed, daily fil wha on, 
2 from one Labour to another run. 
Thouſand imprafticable Schemes projet, | 
And thouſand Caſtles in the Air erectʒ, 
Nor think of Death, altho' before their Eyes; : 
A Neighbour often, or Relation dies. 3 
Perhaps, thought I, this filly Wretch for — 
 Tempted the many Dangers of the Main; 
No Terrors could his Avarice withhold, 
He ran all Hazards: in his ſearch of: Gold; 
And vainly pleas'd himſelf with hopes to come 


Laden with Wealth ane 2 Treaſures home. 
2 be >, 1 How! 


How mean his Projefts, and how weak bis Powtl 
Himſelf, and Wealth, at once the Seas devour; 
When, may be now, his poor impatient Wife 
Leads in ſome diſtant Realm her des late Liſe; 
On this once dear, now ghaſtly, thing employs 
Her waking Hours, or dreams o'er former Joys; | 
With Tears each Night bedews her Widow'd 1 


All real Comfort with her Huſband fled, 

Yet little fears the worſt of all, he's dead: 
Expedis he's now upon his wiſt'&Return, - | 

yu hopes ſhe uy not "UREA his Abſence wou. 


Or the young Didi whom this Father * 1 

Of every Good, but Innocence, bereft 3A 
Unſkill'd in all the Dangers of the Deep, 
And now, miſtruſtful of no Storm, may fleep. | 
May the ſureet Babe in endleſs Sleep ne'er know 
What Troubles waking he muſt undergo: ' ' 
Elſe muſt his growing Senſe the Loſs ban, 
Anal in his Father's Shipwreck find his w nm. 

| | Pap 
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Perhaps this was an only Son and Heir, 
: His Mother's Darling, and his Father's Care, 
Whom the kind Parents ſent to foreign Parts, 
To learn new Manners, Languages, and Arts; "ot; 
That he, whoſe younger Years were well employ'd, | 
In time for Buſineſs might be qualify d. 
But to thoſe Hopes ſee Death has put an end; 
Tho- thus our Lives the wiſeſt of us ſpends, 
The beſt part, if not all our Life, we give, 
Only to purchaſe Means whereby to live, ; 
And Treaſures for old Age, to which ſo few arrive. 
The good old People, when they kindly yd 
Their Hands with Bleſſings on their Son's dear Head, 
a Which Kindneſs, with a Kiſs, the Youth return d, 
And all, with true Concern, at parting mourn d; 
Did little then this direful Chance preſage, 
| But hop'd he: 4 come the Comfort of their Age, 
To cloſe their Eyes, their hteſ} Breath receive, 
And with a filial. Love attend em to their Gre. | 
These 


ay \ 
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Theſe the Concerns and Thoughts of Mortals are, ) 
Who, mov d alternately by Hope and Fear, 
Barter true Happineſs for griping Care, Me? 
How does vain Man with fond Expectance wait? 
| Yet all Events are fix'd by certain Fate, 

In this unconſtant World, by Paſſions drove, 
Deceiv'd by Hope, from Wiſh to Wiſh we roveʒ 
As on the Waves this Lifeleſs Body's toſt 
With all its grand Intrigues, its mighty Nothing 

loſt x) 


Thus tender I did paſſionately hemoan 

The dire Misfortune of a Wretch unknown; 
And Pity to Mankind my Soul could move, 
Afflicted only with a general Love. 

But, as the floating Carcaſs nearer drew, 

The not much alter d Countenance I knew: | 
The Captain of the Ship, who-ſwoln with Pride, 
The Day before had all the Fares dend; 
— —"-/ 
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Loud, as the Storm, did Oaths and Fury breath, 
Rlafphiem'd the Gods, and careleſs laugh'd/at Death. 
This with ſevere Reſentment fir d my Breaſt, 
Nor could my juſt Reproaches be ſuppreſt. 


Is this the Boaſter, in whoſe ſwelling Mien 
Nothing but Pride and fiery Rage was ſeen? © 
Who vow'd Deſtruction every Word he ſpoke ? 
And does his fiery Rage thus end in Smoak? 


Alas! where's all thy ſwelling Fury fled? 


And how contemptible the Scorner's dead. 


Where's all his Government and boundleſs Sway? 
Himſelf to Fiſh and Beaſts expos d a Prey; 


Thoſe ſhining Treaſures, and that Empire loft, 


Of which fo lately he did vainly boaſt; 


And of his Veſſel, and his ſhipwreck'd Store, . 


Not one Plank left to bear him fafe to Shore. 


Go, filly Mortals after this be proud, 
Let all your Time i in projects be beſtow d; 


Vainly 


- » — 
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Vainly preſuming on long Lite engage, 
In what would be the Buſineſs of an a 

Than this proud Lump, no Man vain Dr, 
Of Happineſs miſcall'd, drew finer Schemes, 

Had Hopes of longer Life, 2 
What he would do, when once he gintho Show, 
Had fix d the very time when he would one: 


Enjoy his Friends, and his Eſtate at home. 
But lo! how ſhort he lyes of his Deſign, 


90 little can we Men, Fates dark Decrees divine. \ 


Then with theſe fad Reflections wearied out, 
J left the Corps, and chas d away the Thought; 
But ah! how little did I then forcknow - 
More racking Tortyres I muſt undergo, . 
And meet a Sight to cauſe me ſharper Woe. . 
One only Friend ] had, whoſe conſtant Mind . 
Was to my Soul by ſacred F riendſhip joyn dz 
Our Hearts united were ſo much the ſame, WE 
5 hey ſeem'd enliven'd by one common Flame: 


Ld LY 


b 4 


8 Orb and Cb 


In mutual Acts of Love was our celight, Mol 
Which ſelfiſh Men, as notional may flight ; 


Our true Affections early firſt began, 
Before Self-Int'reſt does debauch the Man: | 
Our Tempers made us to each other dear. 1 


Alike our Studies and Diverſions were; 


While Reaſon fix d what Inclination choſe, 


And frequent Tryals knit the Band more cloſe 3 


Nothing could force us from each other's Sight, 
In Converſation was our chief Delight: 

In the ſame Veſſel both embark'd to bear 

In Danger, or Succeſs, an equal Share, : 
When ſhipwreck d, we embrac d, reſolv d to lie 
In cloſeſt Folds, and thus united die, 

Had not the Sea diſſoly'd our loving Tye. 


Soon as on Shore my wand'ring Senſe return'd, 


I miſs'd my Damon, and his Abſence mourn d; 


And how ſhould F riendſhip hope a better Fate? * 
When every other Vertue's out of Date. 


My 


MISCELLANY.) ** 
y Damon's: Safety was my earlieſt Care, 

Dear Damon's Safety was my fervent Pray's. - * 

o Conſolation could aſſwage my Grief, | 

ill I was flatter'd with my Damon's Life,; 
ur d he was eſcap'd, and gone before, 

ith ſeveral of our Crew, who ſwam to Shore. |. Nd 
But now, alas! my too unerring View 

nfirms that all, -1 fear before, is true: 
Breathleſs and pale the bloated Carcaſs lies | 

To unrelenting Death a Sacrifice; * 
While thou, my darling Caſtor, thus muſt hy 
Thy Pollux juſtly hates his Immortality. 


When we were firſt moſt happily made Friends, 
Whoſe Humours were the ſame, the ſame our Ends. 
Entirely of each other's Heart poſſeſt, 

With mutual ſtriving which ſhould love the beſt; 
What Satisfaction might I not propoſe, | 


In the Poſſeſſion of what's ſo well choſe? 


ſ 


For 


2. 


On Heavn alone we wholly can depend, 


„ Om and CauRRIDOE 


For Friendſhip ſure, of all terreſtrial Bliſs 

Suits beſt with Man's divineſt Faculties. 

© But ſee, a fatal Accident deſtroys 
Thoſe Schemes of Bliſs, a bliſts the bloomin 

h Thus in this Sed of Life poor Mortals fare, - 

And on a thouland Rocks we ſhipwreded are; 


For Joys. nmz d with Grief, and Pleaſures with 
out end. 
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Pritten in the Tear 1650, and never pied | 
* bs other Poems. © 


* © 
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Ws 
D Eader, mh thy — thoſe buſic Eyes * | 
Will weep at their own ſad Diſcoveries, | 
hen ev'ry Line they add improves thy Loſs, . 
ill having view'd the whole, they ſum a Croſs; 
duch as derides thy Paſſions beſt Relief, | 
nd ſcorns the Succours of thy eaſie Grief. 
Let, leſt thy Ignorance betray thy Name CER oy 
Df Man and Pious, read and mourn: The Shame 88 
Of an Exemption, from juſt Senſe, doth on | 3 / PE 
rrational, beyond Exceſs of Woe. _ . 
Since Reaſon then can privilege a Tear, 
Manhood uncenſur 'd, pay that Tribute here 
"Fs G Upon 
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Upon this noble Urn. Here, here remains 


Duſt. en aha WR Yeh: T7 


Within theſe cold Embraces raviſh'd lies, 
That which compleats the Ages Tyrannies: 


Wo weak to ſuch another Ill appear, | 


3 For what deſtroys our Hope, ſecures our Fear. 
what Sin unexpiated in this Land 


Of Groans, hath guided ſo ſevere a Hand? 
The late great Victim that your Altars knew, 
Lou angry Gods, might have excus d this new | 
Oblation, and have ſpar d one lofty Light 


15 Of Virtue, to inform our Steps aright: ; 
By whoſe Example good, condemned we 


Might have run on to kinder Deſtiny. 
But as the Leader of the Herd fell firſt 
A Sacrifice, to quench the raging Thirſt . 


Of jnflan'd Vengeance for paſt Crimes; ſo none 
But this white fatted Youngling could atone, 


By his untimely Fate, that impious Smoak 


* - - "mr ſullied Earth, and did Heay'ns Pity choak. - 
a; 4 a: 
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Let it fuffies for us that we have lot 
In him, more than the widow'd World can beſt, 
In any Lump of her remaining Clay. 
Fair as the gray-ey'd Morn he was; the Day, | 
Youthful, and climbing upwards till, imparts 7” 
No haſt like that of his increaſing Parts . 
Like the Meridian Beam, his Virtues licht 
Was ſeen, as full of Comfort, and as bright. 
Had his Noon been as fix d, as clear, but he 
To make him perfect, now fubmits to Night, | 
In the black Boſom of whoſe {able Spightt. 
He leaves a Cloud of Fleſh behind, and flies 
Refin'd all Ray and Glory, to the Skies a 


«Ll 
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Great Saint, ſhine there in an eternal Sphere, ; 
2 tell thoſe "OPS to van thou now w draw 4 
i near, > . 
That by our treib in ing n in FTE dead, 
Their Anger and our ugly Faults are read 

| | G 2 The 
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Their Love and Majeſty epitomize. 


Lp 


Tell them, whoſe ſtern Decrees impoſe our Laid 


The feaſted Grave may cloſe her hollow Jaws. 


A ſecond Entertainment half ſo dear, 


Tho' Sin ſearch Nature, to provide her here 


She'll never meet a Plenty like this Herſe, 
Till Time preſent her with the Univerſe. 


3 I 


preſen Mijeſy. 


1. 


| Wy Fate) 


Diſtra the lab'ring State. 
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Hilſt black - Defgns (that direful Work of 


Coma 
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Writ at chat Time by Charles Lord Halifax. | 


The ſhort Lines of whoſe Life did to our Eyes 


| 


* whilf (like the Sea) around loud Diſcords roar,” - PLS 


Breaking their Fury on the frighted Sho; W 
And England does like brave Vienna ſtand, 
Beſieg d by Infidels on either Hand; xz — 
What means this peaceful Train? this pompousSigh?  —Y 
What means this Royal beauteous Pair? w_ 
This Troop of Youths, and Virgins heay nly fair? 
That does at once aſtoniſh and delight. N 
Great Charles and his Illuſtrious Brother here, | 
No bold Aſſaſſinate need W 
Here is no harmful Weapon found, 7 | 
Nothing but. =? N aw Beauty here can N 


WY 


F wound, 

a he Er 
To us, who might too juſtly fear | ; 
We never ſhould have ſeen again 4 
Ought bright, but Armour on the Plain 7 
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How 4 does this Scene: appear Fx 


Neer in their chearful Garb thave ſcen the rad 12 1 | 
While all with melting Eyes, and wild albeveld Hair, 


3 86 by 1635 and Calne 
iv Had mourn'd their k Brother' 8, Sons, ay. Halton 
| | Td Shar ae thi ena 
The Horrour adds to the Delight. 
This glorious Pomp our Spirits chears; from hence 
we lucky Omens take, new Happineſs commence 
3 2 3. | | 
Thus when the-gathering Clouds a Storm prepare, 
| And their black Force Aſſociate in the Air; | 
;  (Endeavonring to eclipſe the bounteous Light, 
3 1 Who with kind Warmth and powerful Rays, 
Them to that envyd Height, \ 


—_ 
* 1 — 


From their mean native Earth did raiſe;) 
& A thoughtful | Sadneſs ſits on all. -.-. 1 
Expecting where the full charg'd Clouds will fall; 
4 But if the Heav'nly Bow bes. | 
1 Deca like a gawdy Bride appears, Wt 
. by And all her various Robes diſplays, | | 
2 4 Tonk by th conqu' ring Sun's e Rays, 
4 A N "SM 
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11 Mortal drooping Spirits chers, «Yn-‚ 
Freſh Joy, new Light, each ne N 
Again the Seaman truſts the Mainn 
* jocound Swains their Coverts leave again: 


e Again, in pleaſant warb ling Notes, 2 

It chearful Poets of the Wood extend their tune») - 
Las Xe 7 4 

ten, PR my Muſe, ce wich the Lye thy 


Voice, 2 

. "v3 
For lo! the heaynly Pledge appears, * 

And in bright Gharafers the Promiſe bears 

The factious Deluge ſhall prevail no more, 2 * 
in vain they foam, ee af 
Buffet in vain the unmov'd Shore, Hu 

Her Charms, ann e 

See, a hw deer} hed DN: 55 

Does bear her Conqueſts, with how little Pride 

N G4 hs 
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0 | She views thar Prince, the Gaptive of her Charms 


Who made the North with fear to way” 
And did that powerful Empire ſhake; - 


F Before whoſe Arms, when great Guſtauus 4 


1 
1 
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The n Roman * ted.” 
Whatever then twas his Deſire, 
| His Cannons did command in Fire: 
Now he himſelf for Pity prays, . 


His Love in tim'rous Sighs he breaths, 
While all his Spoils, and glorious Wreaths 
Of Lawrel, at her Feet the vanquiſh'd Warriour bore 


Great Prince! by that Submiſſion you'll gain more 
Than cer your haughty Courage won before; 


Here on your Knees a greater Trophy gain, 
Than that you brought from Luunſdens famous Plain; 
Were, when your Brother fired with Succeſs, 
Too daringly upon the Foe did preſs, 


And was a Captive made; then you alone 


Did with your e Arm ſupport il the Throne, - 
"Your 


. 
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Your generous/Breaſ-with Fury boyling der, 
Like Light ning thro their ſcatter Troops you flew, | 
And from th amazed Foe the Royal Prize in Triumph 
Lou have your Anceſtors in this one Act outdone, | 
Tho' their ſucceſsful Arms did this whole Ifle - 
o er- run. . 
They, to revenge à raviſh d Lady, came, 
Lou to enjoy one ſpotleſs as your Fame. 
Before them, as they march d, the Country fled, 
And back behind them threw 
Ĩubeir Curſes as they flew: 
On the bleak Shore, expecting you, they ſtand, 
And with glad Shouts conduct to Land. 
| Thro' gaping Crowds you re forc' Wh ro 00 your 
way, 8 2 80 „ 
While Virgins ſigh, the young Men don bs old 
ones pray. 8 e | 
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| And with this denen Lady you ny gin 7 
Of greater Value is than any Throne) 
Without that Rapine, Guilt, and Hate, 
By a calm and even Fate, 
That . which they did ſo ſhort a while 


Lord, what is Man? I 

"OBS: 

By Mr. Fenton, 

n 3 

HAT art thou, Life, whoſe ſtay we court? IN 
What is thy Rival Death we fear? E 
Since we re but fickle Fortune's Sport, 


Why ſhould we wiſh tinhabit here, 
And think the Race, we find ſo rough, too ſhort? 


2 While 
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; _ i bet * rel * 
While in the Womb we foaming ly. 

While yet the Lamp c Life diſplays | 
A doubtful Dawn, with feeble Rays, 
Juſt iſſuing from Non-Entity. 
The Shell o' Fleſh pollutes with Sin 
Its Gem, the Soul, juſt enter'd in; 
And, by tranſmitted Vice defil'd, 
The Fiend commences with the Child. 

* 5:55 200th 3. 45 
In this dark Region future Fates are bred, 

And Mines of ſecret Ruin laid: 
Hot Fevers here, long kindling lie, 

Prepar d with flaming Whips to rage, 

And laſh on ling ring Deſtiny, 
When er Exceſs has fir d our riper Ag.. 
Here brood in Infancy the Gout and Stone, i 
F ruits of our Father's Follies, not our own, 


1 


Hence noiſom Humours ſweat thro ev ry Pore, 


Had all con joyn'd in one, had Power to fave, 


(i Darts thro' the Cloud o Fleſh a ſickly Flame, 
\ And ſeems a Glow-Worm in a Winter Night. 
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Ev'n with our Nouriſhment we Death receive, 1 
For here our guiltleſs Mothers give 


Poiſon for Food, when firſt we live. 4 


And blot us with an undiſtinguiſh'd Sore: 

Nor mov'd with Beauty, will the dire Diſeaſe 
Forbear on faultleſs Forms to ſeize; ; 
But vindicates the Good, the Gay, 
The Wife, the Young, its common Prey; 


The Muſes had not wept o'er BLANDFoRD's Grave, 
[Ret 1A ö 
The Spark of pure Ætherial Light, 
Which actuates this fleeting Frame, 


But Man would yet look wond'rous wiſe, 

And equal Chains of Thought deviſe % 5 

— b — ä—— 
* The Small Pox, | 

„„ +. 


ws 


Intends his Mind on mighty Schemes, 
Refutes, Defines, Confirms, Declaims; 
And Diagrams he draws explain 

The learn'd Chimera's of his Brain; 
And with imaginary Wiſdom proud, 
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Thinks on tlie Goddeſs while he clips the Cloud. 


| 3. 
Thro Error's mazy Grove, with fruitleſs Toil, 
j Perplex'd with puzz ling Doubts we roam; 
Falſe Images our Sight beguile, 
But ſtill we ſtumble thro* the Gloom, 


And Science ſeek, which {till deludes the Mind. 


Yet more'inamour'd with the Race, 
With diſproportion'd Speed we urge the Chaſe: 
In vain——the various Prey no Bounds reſtrain, 
Fleeting, it only leaves, t inereaſe our Pain, 

A cold unſatisfying Scent behind. 
Yet, gracious God, preſum ptuous Man 
With Random- Gueſſes makes Pretence 


To 
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To found thy ſearchleſs Providence, MU 
From which he firſt began. pc, ad 

Like hooded Hawks we blindly tow'r, 
BY 1 with fancied Laws, thy Pow r 
Tuhy Will the rolling Orbs obey, © | 


N 


The Moon preſiding oer, the Sea, 
: Governs the Waves with equal Sway. [ 
But Man perverſe, and lawleſs ſtill, 
- Boldly runs Counter to thy Will, 
Thy patient Thunder he defies: s 
Lays down falſe Principles, and moves, \ 
"+4 al what his vitious Choice approves, | 
And when he's vainly wicked, thinks he's wiſe, 
> | | bf Te | | 
Return, return, too long miſled! 
With filial Fear adore thy God: 
Fer er the vaſt Deep of Heal'n was ſpread, 
2 Or Body firſt in Space abode, 
Glories ineffable adorn'd his Head. 


Un- 
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Un-mumber'd-Seraphs round the burning Throne, 
Sang to th incomprehenſible THEO: 
Yet then his Clemency did pleaſe 
With lower Forms t augment his Train; 
And made thee, wretched Creature, Man, 
Probationer of Happineſs. 
8. 
n the vaſt, Ocean of his Wonders here, 
We momentary Bubbles ride; wy 
But cruſk'd by the tempeſtuous Tide, 
Sunk in the Parent Eload, we diſappear: | | 
We, who ſo gawdy on the Waters ſhone, 1 — S 
Proud, like the ſhow ry Bow, with Beauties not our „ 
own. 


| * | 
But at the Signal giv'n, this Earth and Sea 
Shall ſet their ſleeping Vaſſals free; * 
And the belov'd of God, 
The F aithful, and the Juſt, | 
Like Aaron's choſen Hons. 


Tho dry, ſhall bloſſom in the Duſt: 
'* IRR 6 = And 
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And gladly bounding from their dark Os 
The Skeletons ſhall brighten into Saints 
And, from Mortality refin d, ſhall rife 
To meet their Saviour coming in the Se. oF 
Inſtructed then by Intuition, We 
Shall the vain Efforts of our Wiſdom ſee, - 
Shall then impartially confeſs | 


Our Demonſtration was but gueſß; TY 
That Knowledge which from humane Reaſon flows, 


Unleſs Relig on guide its Courſe, | 
And Faith her ſteady Wounds oppoſe, Fa | 
Is Ignorance at _ and often worſe. l f 


A Pin- 
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A Pindaick 0 D K. 


By Dr. Sp RAT, nom „ Biſhop of. Ro- | 
cheſter, when be preſented Cow- 
LEY's Poems 10 Ts" 3 
in Oxford 11 ws 1 1. 


ET all the common flu of Books! ſtand OR 
- The Vulgar of our Library; 2 ; 
et em make way for COWLET's kg to come, 
And hang within this ſacred Room: 
t no profane Hands break the Chain, 
Dr give em unwiſh'd Liberty again. 
ut let the holy Relicks guarded here 
With the ſame religious Cate, 


1 


H Be 
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Be now, as once the Shield was kept, 


When down from Heavn it ar PRs 
For ſuch another is this Bobk; |" | / 
From Hands divine its Origine it * / 
And brings 3 much to choſe who vn it lol. 

But here they differ; That could be, \ 


Elev'n times liken'd by a mortal Hand. 
But This which here does ſtand, - / } 

Will never any Likeneſs ſee, 
But muſt {till want ſuch.Company : ad 
For evi in this learn d Age which Time ihas let y 
No Monument W O IE Ts Mind Wo 


A 1 ed! 
COVLEY 1 All Heavn ſure HI hae, 
And made thy Pen indite, © © |: 5114) 1 
(For God's 4 Poet too A 5 (09 1 
He can create and ſo can yo, Is. 
Or elſe at leaſt. 
Some Angel taught thee firſt towrite, 
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He fat upon thy Pen and mov'd thy Hand j + - 
As proud of his Command," | f 6 ba 
As when he makes the dancing Orbe! to reel, 


And pins our Poetry ken de Gall Vhs, A 
TAE Verſe ear AO! 218 


For like the Sun, PT Nord i e 
Shedding his genial Influence from above; | 
Gold they produce of nobler Kind, 
Of greater Price, and more refin'd d? 

Yet never ſhine vn Objects mean and baſe; 

Or Metals form of a degen'rate Race:: 

aun n He ES! 3 } 
What holy Veſtal Hearth 
Gave ſuch poetick Flame a Birth ? 

A pure, immix d, immortal Flame, 

Such as Promethgus's which from Heav'n cane | 

Along he brought the ſparkling Coal, 5 

From ſome Celeſtial Chimney ſtole, 
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Quickly the plunder d Stars he left, 
And as he haſted down, 
With glowing Heat his Fingers ſhone, 
And hizz's, as burning with the ſacred Theft, 
Such, COL En ſuch are thy poetick Rays, 
Immortal and immlix d a8 His: 
As his, they thoutit and hight z 
But thou could ſt never ſtoop to ſteal thy Fire. 
Like thine was fam d Arious Verſe, 
Which to the liſt ning Fiſh he did rehearſe 3 


The liſt ning Fiſh; that heard his Lute, ä 
Curſt Nature which * made em mute. ' 
The very Waves, | 


Became his Slaves z 
They laid afide their boiſt rous Noiſe, 
And dane d to his harmonious Voice, | 


The Sirens lend an Ear, 
And from his ſweeter Tunes ſome miſchicf fear; 


The 


The friendly Dolphin briskly ſails, as ptoud 
That he the Favour was allow'd., 
Like Atlas, Porter of the Skies, to tak 
A Heavn of Muſick on his Back. 
With ſuch a Grace thy Numbers flow, | 
And with the ſame majeſtick Sweetneſs'goe, 
His Verſe was only carry'd o'er the Seas, 
But there's a Sea of Wit in theſe, 
As falt and boundleſs as the other Ocean is, 
Like thine, was great-Amphion's Song, 
Which drag'd the wondring Stones along 
The wond ring Stones skip d from their Mother 
And left their Father frozen at his Birth: (Earth, 
They roſe, not knowing by what magick Force they 
Such were hisWords, ſo plac his Sounds, (uns 
Which call'd the Marbles from their Grounds ; 
And cut and carv'd, and made 'em ſhine ; 
A Work outdone by none but thine, 


H 3 
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The Poet faw the Buildings riſe, 
And knew not how to truſt his Eyes: 
The willing Mortar ready temper d came, 
And many a Tree advanc d into a Beam. | 
| He ſaw the Streets appear, | 
Streets I. that muſt needs be tuneful there: 
He ſaw the Walls dange round his Pipe, 
The glorious Temple ſhews its Head, | 
The Infant City's to Perfection ripe, . 
And all things like the firſt Creation by a word an 
| Such is thy Verſe, tho twill not raiſe; 0 
A Marble Statue to thy Praiſe; 
of But 'tis no matter, - that wall | fall 
By the oreat Glutton, Time, who eats up all. 
Yet ſhall thy Verſe ſecure thy Fame, 
Beyond the reach of Time or Flame: 
That ſhall their Malice and their Rage defic, 
As round and full as the great Circle of Eternity, 


6, J. 


* 
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To thee the Hug liſb Language owes,” | 

That now it needs not ſeek” 
For Elegancy from the onnd-moutHl Greek. 
The Roman Poets now may hide 
In their own Latium their Head; 


For our enlarg d Expreſſion ſhews 
Out of the Aſhes of the Roman Urn 


Far more than the three Weftern Daughters born: 
Daughters! which could yield to admit 
Th' Adulterate Seeds of many Tongues with it; 
More than the ſmooth Italian ; where we ſce 
A Genius form'd for Poetry: 
And Nature, that ſhe might the better fit her tot, 
Made the very Land a For. 
The Spaniſh is a blended Maſs- 
Of Mooriſh, Gothiſh, Jewiſbʒ and ſmall Treaſure has, 
For like the Kingdom is the Tongue, 
A wild, diſorder'd, F oreign Throng: 


3 H 4 The 
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The Courtly French is like the Race, 
Nimble and active in their Pace: EE, 
Nothing they boaſt elaborately writ, 
Content to ſlide, and ſhew their oily Wit. 
To 7. ö 
COWLEY had gone thro all the Muſes Tracks, 
Where never Poets Feet were ſeen before ; 
He paſs d thoſe Lands where others left their Wracks 
And ſaild an Ocean, where appear no Shoar, 
His Spirit thro' the Poet's World did fly, 
And found no Tropick in that happy Skie; 
He brought to hand 
Apollo's holy Land ; 
He ſail d the Muſes Globe, 


Not like the other Drake and Cavendiſh, to rob; 


But he ſecur d the Treafure too, 
Which yet no Spaniard calls his due. 
He ſearch d thro' ev'ry Creek, 
From the Egſt- ladies, of the Poers World, the Greet; 


Jo 
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To the America of Wit; G 
Which was laſt known, and has moſt Gold in it, 
The Mother Tongue, our Natives ſpeak, 
This World his greater Spirit has run thro' 
And faw, and conquer'd too. 
A World as round and large as th' other is, 
And yet here's no Antipoden, 
For none will ever go, as oppoſite to this, 
7 8. 
Verſes were counted Fiction and a Lie, 
The very Nature of good Poetry; 
A Poet durſt not dare to ſpeak the Truth, 
Sober and grave Men ſcorn'd the Name, 
Which once was thought the greateſt Word of Fame; 
Poets had nought of Phæbus, but his Youth 2: xx 
Few ſpake in Rhyme, but that their Feet 
The Trencher of ſome libral Man muſt meet, 
Or elſe they would a rotten Miſtreſs paint, 
Call her their Goddeſs or their Saint; 


7 
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I (Tho contrary they to their Maſter run E 
For the great God-of Wit, the Sun, 
When &er he ſhews his Miſtreſs, the full Moon, 
He always ſhews her with her Patches on.) 
Till now the Siſters were too old, and therefore grew 
Extremely fab'lous too. 
Till COWLE 7 came, they were deſpisd, 
They were all Heathens yet, | 
Nor e er into the Church could get; = 
For tho they d Fonts ſo long, they never were baptiz d. 
He rais d the Price of Wit, 
By adding to it's Store, 
And Poetry the Queen of Arts may ſit, 
Without diſſembling more ; 
He ſhew'd a Poet need not be ſo bad; 
Apollo's Prieſt's not neceſſar Iy mad. 
Till now, Wit was accurſed, like Lot's Wife, 
Twas to be turn d to Salt, 
Becauſe it made us lead a Life, 
Like one continu d Fault: 


He 
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He firſt the Muſes to be Chriſtians brought, 
And them the holy Language taught. 
In him Divinity and Poetry do meet, 
The firſt known Bird of Paradiſe with Feet. 
Wk ah 
Your Miſcellanies, COWLEF, do appear, 
Another glorious indigeſted Heap, (ded * 
Like the firſt Maſs, where Worlds and Stars all blen - 
Before they to their Place could leap ; | 
Before th Almighty Cenſor had beſtow'd, ' 
; Them into ſev'ral Tribes abroad 
Whilſt yet the Sun and Moon | 
Were in perpetual Conjunction, 
Whilſt all the Stars were but one milky way, 
And in a ſhining Ruine lay: 
The Lamps of Heav'n had ſcarce eſcapd the Night, 
For this was not their own, nor that another's Light. 
So glorious, COWLEY, ſuch a Lamp is thine, 
Which Chymiſtry may ſep'rate, not refine. 
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Go pure, unmix d, united does it ſhine, 
| A Chain of Sand, of which each Link's divine, 
2 {2 YO"! - it 
Thy Mifireſs ſhews that Cupid is not always blind, 
Where we a chaſt, exalted Love may find, 
As may become an Heav'nly Mind. | 
Such Songs fing Angels when they love, 
And Courtſhip make ta Siſter Mind above: 
(For Angels need not ſcorn ſuch ſoft Deſires, 
When thy Heart's kindled with ſuch Fires, 
So when they cloath emſelves with Fleſh, | 
4 And their light Forms in humane Likeneſs dreſs, 
Wo when they ſtoop to like ſome mortal Fair, 
3 And wear a Shape of thicken'd Air, 
Such Words, ſuch Odes, as thine they uſe, 
Myrt ſuch oft Strains their Love infuſe ; 
A Love; like thine, above Morality, 
Clean, and from Corruption free. 
puch as Affections in herniy, 


* 
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Which ſhall remain unſported there, 
Only to ſhew what once we were. 
Thy Cupit's Shafts all golden are, 
Thy Venur too is ſalt, not frothy like the Sea. 
5 un ert BOT 1110 
Thy high Pindaricbr ſoar, | 
Where never any Wing till now could get, 
And yet thy Wit 
Still ſeems as great to thoſe who travel low'r; 
Thou ſtand'ſt on Pindar's Back, $1 
And ſo the higher Flight do'ſt make: 
Thou art the Eagle, he the Wrenz | 
Thou brought'ſt him from the Duſt, 
And mad'it him live again 
Pindar has left his Greeks, and thinks it juſt, 
To follow thee to th Exgliſb Shore, 
An Honour to him; Alexander did no more: 
When with a word he did afſwage 


A warlike Army's furious Rage; 


Thou 
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Thou haſt given a brighter Flame, 


Which will preſerve his Name; 


— 


74.0% 


(lay; 


He only left ſome Walls, where Pindar's Name gh 
Which Age and Time will certainly decay; 8 


But you have raisd him up from Death, 
And made his Perſon live and breath ; 


A greater Soul is now infus d by you, 
Than cer in happy Thebes or Greece he knew. 


12. 


Thy Danddet too 


But hold thy headlong Pace, my Muſe, 


None but the Prieſt himſelf ſhould "I 


Into the holy Place to go. 


Check thy young Pindarick Heat, 


Which makes thy Pen too much to ſweat ; 


By ColL Es matchleſs Pattern nufſt, 


Thou irt but an Infant yet 
Juſt taken from the Teat; 


* - 
\ . 
. 


Thou muſt not dare tb ſpeak too much at firſt: 
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Therefore no more for ſhame, 
Let not th Werſe like COWLET's worth be infinite. 
It is enough that thou haſt learud and ſpoke thy 
Father's Name. 


For whoſoe er would C OWLEY juſtly praiſe, 
Had need of Lungs and Forehead both of Brals...... 


l . l 
- 
— . 8 2 2 4 - _ — & 
* 
= . 9 = = 


Epigrn on 4 Per 5 Death; 


Eſtrid an Ant, a Pigmy great and ral, 

Was thrown alas ! and got a deadly Fall: 
Under th' unruly Beaſts proud ] F cet he lies, 
All torn z but yet with generous Ardour Cries ; 
Behold, baſe, envious World, now, now laugh on: 
For thus I fall, and thus fell Phaeton. 


« #% ”_— . 
l 3 If * 


— 


112 Oxrokb and CAMRBRIDOE 


An E ay upon Death by Dr. W— 9 
. All Souls Oxon. J 


I. 


ELL me, ſome kind Spirit, tell 
T How came Death fo terrible 
Thou who rt already fled in Triumph, „ 
Why th embody d Soul is ſo in love with Clay? 
By what ſtrange Magnetiſm woo'd, 
She fo adheres toFleſh and Blood, 8 * 
That ate muſt force her from her dark Abods, . 
Or ſhe wou'd groveling lie 
Thi eternal Tenant of Morality. WRT 
The Wretch, whom a malignant F ever fires, | 
| Who at each Pore in liquid Flames expires, 
Cold Death's refreſhing Hands to ſhun, 
Does to th unkinder Doctor run, 
For Juleps, Bliſters and Phlebotomy, 
The Fever's vanquiſh'd, and the Man is free: 


Let 


pay r a>” cans 
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Yet all this Torment only gains, 
The Privilege of being rack d again with theſe, 
Dr the ſeverer Pains 
Of ſome more mercileſs Diſeaſe. 
Had not the Patient better ſought a ſilent Tomb, 
Th' Aſſiſtance which Diſtempers give, but where 
they never come. | 
| = 
Old Age, which one wou'd gueſs, 
Shou'd with a kind of Luſt 
Lie down and ſleep in Duſt, 
Does yet the grand Fatigue of Life careſs; 
And gapes for its laſt Dregs with inextinguiſhable 
Thirſt: | | 
When the gay Fire of the dull Eye 1s loſt 
Like cooling Metals fix'd by Winter's Froſt, 
When the bald Head depopulate and bare, 
Looks ſmooth as a white Globe of Ice, 
Depriv'd of its once flouriſhing Spring the Hair; 
All chat remains will not ſuffice 
I The 
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The mighty Sum to count, 
To which the numerous Years that have gone os 
Yet ev'n this feeble Piece, (Ron 
(Now but the Monument of what he was) 
Do's with his Cordials and Elixirs treat, 
To make his weary Pulſes beat, 
With momentary Heat: 
Still he abhors the diſmal Thought of Death, 
Still on his Guard he ſtands, | 
Would fain defend his fault ring Breath, 
Againſt the Conqu'ror's ſtroke with Crutches in hi 
FF 3. | | 
Strange Riddle of a myſtical Deſire ! 
That Min ſhould wiſh his vital Fire, 
Might veſtal prove, and. ne er expire; g 


That he ſhould hope that his eclipſed Beams 
Like Arethuſa under Ground might ſtray, 
And never diſembogue their ſhining Streams, 
Into the glorious Ocean of inexhauſted Day'! 
Is 


- MISCELLANK) 1215 
I this 4he Cauſe we o imac boaſt; - '- + / 


ae Our Reaſori as afube wicrring Cuide 
nt, 


(No tefs our Saftty 'thim our Pride), 
And would it have us i Tempe * 
In which we are fot ever loſt? 
wessen 
Back to out native Coaſt 5 * 
A Coaſt where we may Pleaſuves talks, = 
High with the Guft of Perits * 
Where a perpetuil Spring of Bliſs, 
Blooming. in all the rich Luuriantes 
Sariates bur does not toy Work 
The raviſſid Mind, 
Where no Tears fall but thoſ of Joy. ' 
Which Naur like, whei they. o'etiflow, are kind. 
4. | 
But tho with all this Pomp of Words de prate, 
And paint our happy future State; 


I 5 Yet 
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Yet ſure we think em Pageantries of a diſtemper d 
Which Fancy's Pencil did delineate; (ed, 
The broken Viſions of the Living when they dream 
That we're ſo loath to die, (Fre 
Proceeds. from Infidelity : : 
For whatſo'ver the ſturdy Men of Senſe, . 
Thoſe Sculs of Axiom and Philoſophy, 
By Reaſon's Teleſcope pretend tevince ; 
Beyond this World there can no other be, 
Worſe than this Life, when it appears | 
In all its Hurricanes of Hopes and Fears. 
So ſome bauk'd Gameſter that has only one poor Stake, 
| And knows not when he ſhall get more to keep in play, 
Do's his laſt Chance with Trembling take, 
And would the fatal Throw delay; 
The Box once caſt, to him for ever's caſt away. 
5. | 
Or if we're truly ſatisfy'd, 
The Soul is to Divinity ally d ; 
That its impenetrable Hypoſtaſis 
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Js of a laſting and ſubſtantial Make, 

Which Death's Arreſt can never fhake ; 
But ſprinkled Aſhes ſhall ariſe, - 
Kindled with an exalted Energy: 

If this our firm Perſuafion be, 

Doubtleſs tis Guilt which makes us groan, 

When Fate ſends forth the black Decree 

Of Diſſolution: * 
As a debauch'd Gallant, 

Who's juſt embarking for a Foreign Land, 

Amidſt a Rout of Creditors does trembling ſtand, 

wo for quick Payment with wild Fury rant: 

Th' unhappy Wretch can't find a Bail, 

And thus his Journey's finiſh'd in a Jail, 

So Conſcience rallies up _ 

Of Crimes, the worſt of Debts, ten thoufand Bills, 
Embitters with new Poyſon Death's ungrateful Cup, 
And the departing Soul with Horror fills, 
Thus wretched Mortals lie, 

Under a bad Neceſlity 


Of ſtrong Deſire to live, and ſtronger Fear to die. 
I 3 which 
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Which way ſoe w they tummmnmn. 
A forcible Dilemmas Hen 
Wounds em in gach Hypotheſs ?: 

The Atheiſt would for ever hein this, 

If there's no other World, the Theiſt, if there is. | 
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iel | VER 
KF Hymen a . 3 i ow 
The Brighteſt hich gor gracd the =_ 
Tranſport in eery Face diſplay,! „ 
Since Heav'n and. Martiage come an near, 
2 
A matghleſs Pair before him 1 * 
Fo alk his Seals which ever bind; 
He cannot but approve the Vows, . = 
oF two ſo begutepus, two eke. 
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The Godhead ſmiles: Then, then we know . 
What the Effeds of Marriage prove; * \..--" 
| That Joys in endleſs Rounds ſhall ſte rz; 
And Life be one long Scene of L . 
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To Captain S. on his Po ETRx, 
by T. B. M. A. 


72 now I own my partial Kindual ſway, 4 
And rally to a groſs Miſtake betrayd:· 

I thought our calm Retreat, and peaceful Shade, 

To Verſe alone could lawful Title plead. 

I much admir d to find a Muſe in Arms, 

Begot in Camps, and bred amidſt Als „ 8 

I judg' 4 her like the Hectors of the Age, | 

Whoſe Wit is Impudence, and Oaths their Rage. 

The Poets might their Fav rite God allow, 


In Peace his tuneful Lyre, in War his Bow; 
. 14 But 
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But ſure thoſe jarring Inſtruments to join, 
Requires ſuperiour Force, and Power Divine, 
I freely own my Error, ſince in you, 

I find the Hero, and the Poet too: 

By double Title you the Lawrel claim, 

And wing your daring Flight to endleſs Fame. 


To his Miſtreſs. 5 


F TY, fair Charmer of my Soul, thoſe Cares 
P Your faithful Slaye in his curſt Abſence bears 
Regard the racking Tortures of my Mind, 
And let my Sufferings your Compaſſion and. 
Not greater are the Agonies of Death. 
When with Reluctance we reſign our Breath, 
Scarce could my Eyes ſuſtain their lateſt View, 
And my Tongue faulter 4 when I ſpoke Adieu, 
A ſhiv ring Coldneſs ſeiz d on ev ry Part, 
The vital Stream was frozen round my Heart: 
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A ftupid Dulneſs did each Senſe inrde. 
As tho when you were gone my Soul it ſelf were fled, 
Then ſoon the feav'riſh Heat again returns, 
And ey'ry Limb with utmoſt Anguiſh burns: 
Thus ſome poor baniſh'd Wretch condemn'd to roam, 


In Countries barbarous, and realms unknown, 
With longing Eyes looks on his Native Home, 
His ſad Remembrance grieves for Pleaſures paſt, 
And mourns the Joys which he no more mult taſte, 


| PE os. 
To a Lady, who in the late Storm juſt 
left ber Chamber before -2 Chimney 
fell on the Bed where ſhe lay. 


on, fair Maid, that to congratulate 
Your happy Fortune, I dare tempt your Hate, 
Permit me in the publick Joy to ſhare, 

Tho'filencd Love no larger Part muſt bear; 


10 
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Let me have leave among the reſt to come, 
That with offeious Qladneſs a Room. 
£71037 ieee 120 HH e en: 0 
Bleſt Innocence, to whom indulgent Hevn, 
Fo fure an Inſtance of its Love has givn, 
Whoſe guardian Genins did fo gently warn, 
To fly from Death, and ſhun approaching Harm, 
The ftanding Pile could not ſo well declare 
How Virgin Sweetneſs is th Almighty's Care; 
But the innoxious Ruin does evince 
The fteady Guard of watchful Providence. 
Luxurious Death grew proud to pierce the Heart, 
Where blooming Cupid: niet cod fix A Dart 31. 38 
But Was deny d his Sacrilegious Hand. 
Shou d with the Blood of ſuch a Prize he ſtuin d. 
May {till new Mercies on your Dangers wait, 
And freſh Deliv'rance ſtay th Approach of F atez 
With grateful Zeal may all yo Praiſes lo, 
And pay your great Preſerves what PR we. 
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On an enſs King Worm #41 10 
Ey the ſans Hood, 
Thou Supream, whoſe un iverſal Sway 


A 
To all extends, whom Nature does obeyy | | 


The ſacred Dictates of whoſe pow? rful Wil. 
Each Element does i in its Courſe fulfil, * 


At whoſe Command the ftormy Tempels rage, hs. 


— 
: {Oy 0 


To deal thy Vengeance on an impious Age. 
Let that bright Hoſt, who wait in the Det Ws 
Of Virtue, Piety, and Innocence, | r. 
Watch round the Manſion of my charming Tur, 25 
And make her Safety their peculiar care; * 
Or if you call her | to a haſty Tomb, 55 3 
Let the ſame Sentence ſeal my worthleſs Doom; j : 
Unneceſſary Wiſh, when ſhe i Is gone, | | | 
In whom I liv 5 for whom 1 livd alone; 3 

On Death I need not for Aſſiſtance call | 
A ſingle Dart compleats: a double F all, 
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On reading Mr. G's Apolog y for 
Self=murther. 1 


8 WAY, deluding Fiend, thy Counſels ceafe, 
L Nor Jull my Fancy to a Dream of Peace; 

Bleſt Heav'n ! what Images do'ſt thou preſent? 

What poys'nous Med cines to reſtore Content? 

Thou bid n me ſhun the weight of Miſery, 

And talk ſt how brave a thing it is to dye; 

That Cowards only fear to tempt their F . 

And will compound for Life at any rate: 4 

While true heroic Valour ſcorns to live, 

Or Woman: like too ſigh, to whine and grieve. 1 

But urg d by manly Rage, and fierce Deſpair, 5 


Reſolves by one bold Stroke to end its Care, 
And paſs the Sgian Lake deyoid of Fear, 


Know, curſt Deceiver, all thy Arts I ſee, 
Thy hidden Malice, and black Treachery. 
Tho 
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Tho' baulk'd of all the Joys on Earth I prize, 
Thou ſhalt not rob me of eternal Bliſs, © 
Know that I tremble not to loſe my Breath, 
But dare the moſt affrighting Sence of Death, © © * 
And ſhould with Swiftneſs act th' Advice you gave, 
Were there no proſpect left beyond the Grave: 
But tis the Doom that waits the Murtherer, 
The dreadful Flames reſerv'd, create my Fear. 
The Road of Death can't my firm Soul diſmay; | / 
But when it ends in Hell I quit the way. 


Whene er my Glaſs its lateſt Sand ſhall run, 
(Let my ſad Woes prevail it mayn't be long) 
Softly may 1 figh out my Soul in Air, 

Stand thou my pitying Guardian Angel, there 
Guide, and conduct her through the milky Way, 
To the bright Region of eternal Day. rp. | 
There will her Sorrows find a ſure Releaſe, 
nſullied Joys begin, and everlaſting Peace. 


SONG. 
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EC, a. 
- EN Wit and charming Beauty met, 
4 JI Fo form an Excellence divine. 
I own-the Conqueſt is oompIe nt, 70 
And with a willing ſoy my Heitt refighs = 
What Fool fo mad to hope for Liberty, 
When Chains hike yours can make us more than free? 
Tis true, Eugenia, your fair Eyes, 

Had gain d the Conqueſt long before, 
They made my Heart your Beautys Prize, 
But now your Tongue lias added ſomething more. 
My ſelf your Slave by double Force I find 
You firſt attack d my Paſſions, now my Mind. 


0 
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I laſt tir uneaſie Chain s' tobe, 
Thanks to thy Stars I now am free.” 
Deſtructive Love no longer Tobey,” ß, 
Nor to his Laws my Homage pay; E 4 Rt 
With Courage I deſpife his Ie, 
And range at Libert. 
How could my flatr ring Fancy hope to find 
A beauteous ſhe without Deveit, © 
The Sex in general is a Cheat, 
And why ſhould I expect to meet 
Conſtant and fair in Woman joyn d. 
9 © Chi 
Fool that J was to be deceiv d, 
And yet with ſo much Art the Train was laid, 
In ſuch a pleaſing Draughx thePoyſon was convey'd, 
I with implicir Faith believ'd. 
How charming was each trench roum Smile! 
Whar 
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What Softneſs did in ev ry look appear ! | 
A credulous Heart ſhe might with eaſe beguile, 
Where ſwelling Hopes had left no room for Fear, IM] 
Oft on my am'rous Breaſt reclin'd 
Her bending Head Miranda laid; 
And while I ſtrove unfold my lab ring Mind, 
She kindly liſtned to each Word I ſaid, 
While eternal Love I vow'd 
Her Looks approving Pleaſure ſhow'd, 
When from her Lips I ſnatch'd a balmy Kiſs, 
Her Sighs confeſt ſhe felt a Share of Bliſs; 
Love's kind Diſguiſe ſhe with ſuch Art put on, 
Had ſhe been true ſhe could no more have done. 
3+ | 
Here ſtop my Muſe, and prudently forbear, 
'The captivating Charms no more repeat 
Leſt they again enſnare : | 
Thoſe Pow'rs thou lately didſt adore, © | MWr 
Become victorious as before, 
And all thy Reaſon's Force defeat. 


| No, 


. 
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No, let her Falſhood urge thy keeneſtiSplte.. 
With bitt'reſt Gall, and pointed Malice write 
Tell how the Siren pratic'd'to' betray,” | 
With wily Arts and. Treacher ß, 
With deep Deceit and Forgery, 
Made thy fond unſuſpecting Heart her Preys” 
The hiding Veil threwh off, we ſes? 
The Monſter's loath'd"Deformityz' /--* 
No more the gawdy Charms can pleaſe, 
No more the painted Beauty ſtrikes our Eyesz 
The Muſick onte diſſolv d, the Serpent ſtingleſs lies. 
Curſt is the Wretch who cer he be, 
Whoſe doting Senſe by Love betray d 
To Beauty 1s a Captive made, 
And ſuffers under Female Tyranny; 
Woman, whoſe malicious Will 
Deſigns his Ruin, whoſe eacli Smile can kill. 
If with Woman you compare 
The fleeting Wind, the faithileſs Sea, | 
; K Leſs 
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| Lefs:fantaſtick theſe appear, 
And but faint Emblems of Inconſtancy. 
: Tho ſome doting Poet feign 
A Virgin fair, whoſe flowing Wit, 
And equal Judgment in Proportion meet, 


In whom a thouſand graceful Virtues ſhine, 


Like Minerva, all Divine, 


She too muſt be the Offspring of the Brain. 


IE 


On Cloer's Patches. 


O looks the ſmiling Face of Day 
In Heaven's gloomy black Array 

Of inoffenſive Clouds, that flie 
Oer the bright Surface of the Skie; 
From whence appears the purer Light, 
ore ſplendid by the Foil of Night. | 
As Cloe in her Patches deckt, 

That more divine her Charms zefled, 


More 
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More lovely thus her Looks appear, 
With ſweeter Grace, and ſoftet Air; 
So Beauty reconciles Extreams, 

And Brightneſs ſhines in jetty Beams, \ 
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On Her Mask. 


A H! Happy Mask, that often lies 
A A Veil o'er Love's bleſt Paradiſe, 
There keeps each blooming Sweet that grows, 
The ſnowy Lilly, purple Roſe: 
Preſerve em ever ſafe to ſhew 
How pure by Nature firſt they grew: 
The ſacred Store with Care maintain, 
Which let no vulgar Eyes prophane ; 
But when poor Damon ſhall appear, | 
Jo charm his Mind, and eaſe his Care, 
Then ſteal, kind Maſk, with haſte away, 
And all the bliſsful Scene diſplay. 


E2ͤ 
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Q NE. 
To F. Cecil1a, Patroneſs of Muſick. 


9 we 


i 
\Eilia, charming Saint! we raiſe, 
Our Souls to thee in Songs of Praiſe; 
Fill with Seraphick Strains our Thoughts, 
With Heav'nly Muſick tune our Notes: 
For none dare ſpeak or ſing of thee, - 
- Unleſs inſpird by thy ſacred Harmony: 
2. 
A tuneful Conſort then be made, 
Bring in the Lute and Viol to our Aids 
The joyful Train of Inſtruments command, 
Taught by Cæcilias powerful Hand. 
See how the trembling Strings, all at Cecilia's Name, 
In grateful Notes give back their Muſick whence 
it came: 


Behold 
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Behold how they rejoyce to move! —_ 
And celebrate once her Abode below, as now her 
Reign above. 


3. 
The melancholly Flute forgets to mourn, 
Forſaken Damon's ſad Deſpair; 
And all the riſing Notes return, 
Cecilia! in a briſk and more exalted Air. 
Tird with the rough Alarms of War, 
The martial Trumpet hither does repair, 
Joys with a milder Blaſt to ſwell, 
And on Cecilia's Praiſes dwell; 
Joys here a peaceful Saint to yield 
Thoſe Sounds, due to the fighting Hero, and the 


noiſy Field. 
| 4. 
And the majeſtick Organ known, 


Cecilia's Care, and Art alone 
That warms us with divine Deſires, 
And kindles in our Souls ſeraphick Fires. 
The ſounding Organ does aſpire 
=_ - With 
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With its Monopoly, 
Of tuneful Sounds to pierce the Sky; 
And joyn with its own Saint in Conſort in the Hea- 
venly Quire. 


5 
Cecilia's ſacred Memory 
Whilſt Muſick lives, ſhall never die; 
Muſick, the charming Magnet of the whole, 
Of Heav'n and Earth the mighty Soul. 
Muſick that ſweetens all our Mirth, 
And gives new blooming Joys their Birth, 
That drives pale Sorrow from our Breaſt, 
And lulls gur waking Cares to reſt, 
Our willing Soul reſigns to thee, 
Thou tunſt its Paſſions to thy Harmony; 
By thee *tis led at ev'ry Turn, 
And even joys with thee to mourn; 
Quick as its Thoughts at ev'ry Sound flies out, 
And hovers oer the trembling Accent of each dying 
Note. 
Grand 
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Grand Chorus. 


To Muſick and Cecilias Name 

Let ev'ry Year return the ſame; 

Whilſt we the Praiſe of both rehearſe 

In ſounding Accents, grateful Verſe ; 3 
And in thoſe Praiſes that we give, 

We our ſelves ſhall joyful live. 


Love's Conqueſt. By J. J. M. A. 
4 — . 
FT have I laugh'd at Loves fond Pain, 


From little Cupid's fiery Dart; 
And ever thought thoſe Torments vain, 


And he no Power to wound a Heart. 
2, 
Till loyely Che beheld, | 
Brighs Youth ſat blooming on her Face, 
15 K 4 Her 
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Her Frame with Beauty's Glory fill'd, 
And deck d in ev'ry charming Grace. 

Strait to my Soul, through ev ry Vein 
The ſubtle Charms like Lightning run, 


I languiſh wich a pleaſing Pain, 
And willing yield to be undone, _ 
Whilſt then J gaze upon her Eyes, 
Where little armed Lou advance, 
Wing d at each Look, an Arrow flies, 
And pointed Darts in ev'ry glance. 
N hy 
With Grief her Abſenſe kills me too! 
I droop, pine when ſhe's away 
As tender Plants in Winter do, 
That want the Sun's reviving Ray. 
Ah Cruel Love! at laſt I wear | 
Thy Chaing thus taken by ſurprizes 


b 
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Wh ut to Fair Cloe you repair, 
To reign and triumph in her Eyes. e 
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The contrary Agreement. © 
By the ſame Hand. 
I, | 
Hen I tell Che how I love her, 
She turns all to Ridicule: 
When with my Sighs [ try to move her, 
I'm a whining a F. ool. 


2. 1 
well Cle, if it thus 1 67-7 

Ill own my ſelf as great an Afs, 
As fam'd in Love's Knight Errantry 

As the great Don of Mancha was. 

ws: 2 

Tve fighd, and vow d, and all in jeſt, 

(For once my Tongue my Heart belies) 
And in Romantick Tales confeſt 


The fancy'd Conqueſts of your Eyes. 4 
yd Cong mu 


E 38 Orrony and CAMBRIDGE 


4- 

So, Nrareſt, then we're both agreed, 

Alike deteſt, alike approve; 

And the grand Point's at laſt decreed, 
We both agree, that is, We Love. 


Under a Lady's Pifure. 
By the ſame Hand. 
Ehold this bright and lovely Piece! 
Such was the charming Queen of Greece, 


Whoſe Flame Troys Palaces conſumd; 
As many Hearts to Hers are doom d. 
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A Poctical ESSAY on Canrs- 
s1ss Firſt Principle of Philoſophy ; 


I think, therefore I am. 


* By the ſame Hand. 


I. 
Ome, Self: reſlecting Thought ! 
with deep and ſilent Meditation fraught; 
Confin d unto my penſive Soul, 
Eternal circling Eddies roul, 
Damm up the Avenues of Senſe, 
Let me no more receive from thence 
Th uncertain Ohjefz the deluding World dees now 
diſpence. FT 
Ah! Let me then be nought 
But pure abſtracted Thought, 
Whilſt the Lea of my ſelf I frame, 
For firſt I rbint, and thence conclude I am, + 
_ 2. What 
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2. 
What then's this gawdy Scene l ſeem to ſee ? 
| Above, 2 Convex Canopy: ; 
Below, a ſpecious painted Ball, 
And ev'ry where a moving Animal. 
Thoſe various Objects that appear 
T affect my Touch, my Taſte, my Smell. my Ear. 
Chimeras all.— nor do I know 
Where any ſuch exif? or no, 
Or can as yet a juſt Criterion ſhow. 
; "I 3. 7 
For if I've once deluded been, 
Why may [ not be ſo agen? 8 
What if in Error's Mould, my Mind \ was caſt 
At firſt, and ſtill the ſame Impreſſions laſt? 
Or ſome malignant Demon me deludes, 
And all theſe Fairy Images obtrudes? 
But then, what real Subſtance can I find? _ 
(Ell Think —— And ſomething tis that thin 
And muſt Exiſt.) my Mind. . | 


+» 


4. But 


MISCELLANY. Ii 
. A 
But can t I be abſtracted too from Thought A 
No,—'Tis a Self-diſcovering Note 
To the Exiſtence, whilſt I will not, does convey 
That very Will, my Being does diſplag 
Like Fire, that its own Flames betrag. 
Since then Im ſure of Thought, and know ter 
rm. + > 
But all External Objefts may be Empty Name, 
On That Tl all my Age employ, and look on Theſe 
But as ſuppos'd deceitful Subſtances. 5 


From J. S. to C. 8. 
Horace Epiſt. 10. Book I. 


pe to my Friend, who loves the Town ſo 
well, Y 


Health from his Friend „ Who loves his Country 
Cell; 
In 
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In all but this, we're like Twin- Brother Doves, 

What one diſlikes the other diſapproves, 

And Covent Garden Cooing but divides our Loves. 

Thou keep'ſt the billing Neſt, I range the Fields, 

And taſte what uncorrupted Nature yields; 

Riot in Flow'rs, and wanton in the Woods, 

Baſk on the moſſy Banks, and ſkim the Floods, 

In ſhort, I live and reign, and joy to ſee 

My ſelf from thy miſtaken Bleſſings free; 

And as the Slave the Flamen's Surfeits fled, 

Nauſeate the Honey Cakes, and feaſt on Bread. 

If Happineſs of Life be worth our Care, 

And he who builds, ſhould nicely chooſe his Air; 

Tell me a Place which with the Country vies, 

In eaſie Bleſſings, and in native Joys: 

Where cheerful Hearths deceive the Cold fo well, 
Or gentle Gales the raging Heat repell : 

When both the Lyon and the Dog conſpire, 

With furious Rays to ſet the Day on Fire. 
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Or where, ah where] But here can Sleep maintain 
(That Slave in Courts) her ſoft imperial Reign? 
Is Parian Marble preſs'd beneath thy Feet, - * 
More beautiful than Flow'rs, or half ſo ſweet? _ 
Or Water roaring thro' the burſting Lead, * 
So pure as gliding in its eaſie Bed? 

Who builds in Cities yet the Fields approves, 

And hedges in with Pillars awkard Groves? 

Strives for the country View that fartheſt runs, 
And tweers aloof at Beauties which he ſhuns. 

In driving Nature-out our Force is vain, 

Still the recoiling Goddeſs comes again; 

And creeps in filent Triumph to deride 

The weak Attempts of Luxury and Pride. 

An ignorant and uncomparing Fop 

Is cheated leſs in any Mercer's Shop, 
Than lie who cannot with a wary Eye, 
Diſtinguiſh Happineſs from Vanity, 

Who proſperous Chance too eagerly embrace, 
Feel double Pangs in her averted Face. 
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Lesen ntl lerne hater yn Ude 

Ah, wiſely now and willingly retirez 4. 
Forſake the gawdy Tinſel of the Great, 

The peaceful Cottage beckens a Retreat; 

Where true Content, ſo true a Greatneſs bringe, 
As ſlights their Fav'rites, and as pities Kings. 
The Stag and Horſe in common Paſture fed. 
Till Jars enſu d, and Heels oppos d to Head. 
But Horns are lucky things and Palfry fled, 
Foaming for Spite, (And Paſſion is a Wit,) 
He ſought for Man, and kindly took the Bit; 
But when he fally had reveng'd the Cauſe, 

The Spurs ſtill gaw1'd his Sides, the Curb his Jaws. 
Tuſt ſo the Man who had his Freedom ſold, ad 
(The nobler Riches) for inſulting Gold; 

His Back beneath a jaunting Rider lays, 

Hackney'd and ſpurrd thro all his laviſh Days; 
Whoſe Fortune is not fitted to his Will, 
Too great or little, he's uneaſie Kill, * 


"A 
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Our Shoes and Fortune ſurely are ally d, 

We limp in Strait, and ſtumble in the Wide. 
hen wiſely take what Chance and Fate afford, 
Nor wiſh for more, I know thou wilt not hoard 
\nd when I labour for the ſordid Gains, 

Or heap the Traſh, upbraid me for my Pains: 

It ſerves, or rules, wherever Gold you find; - 
But ſtill the Varlet is a Slave by kind. 

Receive this from thy Friend —— 

ho laughs in Kent, from Care and Buſinefs free, 
ind wanting nothing in the World but thee. 


— — 2 — as. mm G —_— = — 


— 


{ PROLOGUE. Byſo. Haynes. 

en the hot Sun with ſcorching Beams does 
eee or 

Vic Ice we calm the raging Heat of Wine. 

Dur Author, in like Circumſtance, is caſt, 

e cools his Taney to oblige your Taſte; C 
e under-writes to pleaſe, and frames his Wit 


ractly to the Level of the Pit. eh 
L Knowiug 
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Knowing what Stuff will paſs, tis his Intention, 
Never to ſoar above your Apprehenſion. 
Therefore he writes to you, the mod'rate Wits, 
True Country Squires, conceited Fops and Cits, 
Pimps, Pandars, Paraſites, Prigs, Beaux, and Bullis 
And Whores, with all their Equipage of Cullies: 
I think I fee one there, juſt ſo attended; 

Si c: the Vacation, Lord! how things are mended. 
J told her Fortune then, which I remember 
Was, ſhe ſhould get new Rigging in December: 
Now I J. Haynes proteſt upon my Honour, 
She's there, with all my Prophecy upon her. 
In me a ſtrange prophetick Spirit reigns, 
Which I impute to an Exceſs of Brains, 

That does my Buſineſs upon each Occaſion, 

For none, I hope, will think 'tis Inſpiration. 


A Poet came to me the other Day, 

To learn the Deſtiny of his new Play; 

Urg d by good Nature, I in Pity ſhow'd him 

How a prevent a Shame the Devil ow'd him; 
| 50 
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But he would on to meet the Criticks Shot -  /{ 
So volunteering Poet went to Pott. 
Our Author brings you here his Virgin Muſe; 
A Virgin you ſhould gently, gently uſe: ** 
And if ſhe's aukward now, at the Beginning 
Conlider this is her firſt time of Sinnitg + © 4 
Like your kept Miſſes, more experienced grown, - 
She hopes to give Content to all the Town. 4 
Ladies, I'm ſure you will be pkeas 4 * 
For h'as two conſtant Women in his Play: 
And, if he's not deceiv'd, a pretty Tale, 
But yet he has this Refuge, if that fail: 
When Poets Plots in Plays are damu'd for Spight, 'E 
They Criticks turn, and damn the reſt that write: 


So the ſtate Plotter on the like Prerence, 
Miſſing his Aim, becomes an Evidence. 


. * * # # $ 4% 3 een — — -- . 


Ne on the cxxxvit «Pj alm. 
Pon the Banks which fam'd Euphrates — 
UI penſive we fate and ſwell'd with Tears the | © 
Waves; "- When 
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When the Remembrance of our native Seat, 
And Sion lovd Idea did create . 
Freſh Melancholly, and improv'd our Fate. | 
On the green Branches of the Trees which ſtood, 
= | Rang'd on the Margin of the rolling Flood; 
4 Y To whiſtling Winds our tuneleſs Harps we hung; 
| 1 [ Our Souls were Diſcord, and our Lyres unſtrung: 
= Then with keen Scoffs th' inſulting Victors cryd, 
« Why is your Fewiſb Muſick lay d aſide? 
Come ſing ſome Hebrew Song, and let us hear | 
* How Son's Harmony will pleaſe the Ear. 
How ſhall we ſing, at your abſurd Command, 
Jebovab's Song in this unhallow'd Land? 
Our Notes ſhall neer in unbleſs d Vales rebound, | 
Nor barb'rous Air prophane the ſacred Sound. 
Feruſalem, thou ſolace of our Woe, 
If. I, thy dear Remembrance, e er foregoe; _ ..._ .. 
If thou cer ceaſe to be my darling Theme, 
My Thought when waking, and in Sleep my Dream; 
„I ben 


* 
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Then may my ſkilful Hand forget the Lyre, 
Forget to tune the Strings, and ſtrike the ſounding Wire. 
May ev'n my Tongue, when I this Subject leave, 
Struck Speechleſs to my clammy Palate cleave: 
By plaintive Songs no more afford Relief, 
But loſe the wretched Privilege of Grief. 
Remember, Lord, how Edom's hoſtile Re 
Urg'd on the Foes, our Glory to deface: * 
How in Feruſalem's laſt Day they cry'd, ”" 
Raze her. Foundations, cruſh her tow'ring Pride; 
Lay waſt her Buildings with devou'ring Fires, 
And level with the Ground her glit ring Spires. 
And thou who haſt our ſhining Pomp conſum d, 
Curs d Babylon to ſure Deſtruction doom'd; 
Bleſt ſhall he be, who ſnall eſpouſe our Cauſe, 
And take due Vengeance on her cruel Foes. 
Bleſt ſhall he be that ſplits thy Children's Bones, 
And ſtrikes their ſprawling Limbs againſt theStones; / 
Who all thy Streets with Slaughter covers oder, 
And daubs the rugged Flints with clotted Brains and 

; Gore, L 3 4 
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Spoke at 'he laſt Act by Mr. Betterton, 1703. 


Nee more our London Muſes pleas d, repair 
O To this bleſs d Seat, and breath their Natixe 
Air; | 
Here ſeek protection from their Kindred Gown, 
Glad to retire from that degen'rate Town: 
Where ſpurious Criticks in falſe Judgment fit, 
Debauch'd with Farce, and negligent of Wit. 
Our Indignation equally they raiſe, 
Whether they frown or ſmile upon our Plays, 
0 And damn us with the Scandal of their Praiſe. 
Now, to our Wiſh, we have an Audience found, 
Which will be pleas d with Senſe as well as Sound; 
You only can xeform th unthinking Age, 


Redeem our Credit loſt, and-dignific the Stage. 
kawn . Wi 


hs * 
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Wit is your growth, and now (tis all we crave) / 
Retrieve that Honour whick before ou gave: = 
Poetry yet will thrive, if raisd by You, 
«rune greets 
From that kind Soil in which at firſt they grew. 
Your learned Cenſures will inſtruct the Town, | 
And teach them when toſmile, and when to fromn, 
And by Your Judgment to improve rheirown, © 
You, as Wits higher Powers our doom reveal, 
From whoſedecifive Court there s$ ho al 
Then riſe, Athenians! in the juſt defence 
Of Poetry oppreſt, and long neglected Senſe ; | 
The Reputation of our Art advance, t | 


A 


Suppreſs the Exorbitance of Song and Dance, 

And in one pow'rful Party conquer Fance; 

Nor have we vicious Entertainment brought, 

You ſafely may approve, and fmile witliout a Fault, 
With Shame we muſt confeſs our City Gueſts 

Have been regard with ſuch um holſome F. caſts, 


L 4 With 
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Wich Greedineſs the fulſom Bait they ſeize, | 
WO And deem in Vice, even Senſe irſelf will pleaſe. | 
4 But now w have nought toffend the chaſteſt Ear, 
You from imputed Crimes « our Stage ſhall. clear, 
For none. will-bluſh to own, what You vouchlaſe 
to hear, 22 


To a Lady, on ber draming bim for 
ber Valentine. 


| Adam, permit me here to own. 
M A Favour you your ſelf have thown; | 
Fe or he who dard but to admire 

Before, now hopes he may aſpire: 

By this emboldn d to improve 

His Admiration i into Love. | 

Bleſt be the Man, whoſe happy Thought 
From the gay Birds this Cuſtom brought! 
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By which with lucky:Chancewe-gain ! -: + 77 
What long had made our Wiſhes ain 
Only 'twixt us this difference lies +5 zid yd 40 
And thoſe Muſicians of the Skies, 
They tor themſelves their Lovers chooſe, 1» © 
But Fortune and the Gods for us. : !is 10 
But above all, a Bleſſing's due N os 
To that kind Chance which gave me you: 

Lou, who with ſuch an Air, and Mien, 

And Face, not fafely to be ſeen, 

With ſo much Beauty, Wit, and Truth, 

Might well deſerye a nobler Youth; 


A Youth, if ſuch a one there i =” 1 
Who anſwers all good Qualities: - na 
But fince none can be equal to Py 
So fine, ſo bright a Nymph as you; 0 ; 
And twas before decreed aboye; 

That you muſt bleſs whom e'er you love; Bax 
be plead raccgt o him, on hn 


Fortune has ſuch a Favour thrown; 
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Who vows hell do his beſt to pleaſe; 
And to deſerve the Happineſs, 

Or by his Conſtaney wilt prove 
Such Charms can always challenge Love. 
Bo ſweet Confinement who word leave 
| nnn 06. al 
So fetter d in your Arms to be, 


ve Gods, twere glorious A" 
From which I never would be free. 


On the Death of 4 Lady, Sept 6.1 793 


8 Grief, for long the mournful ſtrains hn 


hung 


Upon my drooping Soul, and mo arg 


Pay the juſt Tribute of a Fun ral Verſe, 


And let her Virtues Praiſe attend her Hearſe ; © 
The Taſk is great, for who can cer deſcry 
Each ſhining Star which forms the Galaxy? | 


* 
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Who can deſcribe the Graces of her Mind = 
Whereall that's great, and good, andbeauteous hind; 
Who can each ſingle Vertue juſtly ſhew? 

Or marſhal all the glorious Train in view? 

No, the Attempt would a raſh Zeal appear, 

And but blaſpheme the mighty Character: 

How well the acted all the parts of Life, - 

Th obedient Child, and moſt indulgent Wifey. 
The tend reſt Mother, and the beſt of F riends, 
Faithful, ſincere, and gen'rous without ends! 

To ſuch, whom Nature had to her ally d, | 
She, by a ſtritter Bond of Love was tyd: bs 
But the intenſivs Goodneſs of her Mind, 
Was to no leſs, than the whole World confin d. 
No ſneaking Paſſions harbour'd in her Breaſt, 
Which might diſturb her own, or others reſt; 


But all that knew her would in Juſtice own, 
That ſhe help'dmariy, but ſhe injur d none. 
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Such Virtues might have been more uſeful here, 


Had Fortune plac'd her in a higher Sphere, 
And might have ſhone as good, and ſhone as clear. 


But moſt in her loy'd Privacy ſhe ſpent 
Her Hours which to her Maker's Praiſe ſhe lent; 

Her Maker now her Praiſes will repay 

With everlaſting Bliſs, and endleſs Day. 


=y 
43 =. 
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= SONG. By Mr. Prion. 
| Wit I am ſcorch'd with hot Defire, 67 
| In vain, cold Friendſhip, you return; 
IF Your Drops of Pity on my Fire, 1 64 A 
_ but make it fiercer burn. WE 

| 2. H. * 1 


Ah! would you have the Flame ſuppreſt 
That kills the Heart it heals too faſt, 


Take half my Paſſion to your Breaſt, 
Ihe reſt in mine ſhall ever laſt. 
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ASONG, By Mr. Morraun 


Hl who can the Joys diſoover 
Of a happy, tender Lover? 


When the Nymph no more refuſes, 


When at once he wins and loſes; 
Secret be their mutual Pleaſure, E 
Secret as a fairy Treaſure: 244 


Silence adds to the poſſeſſing,” 1 14 
Silence beſt ſecures the Bleſſinng 
To her Arms he headlong ruſhes 16) | 
Stifles all her Frowns and Bluſhes : „ »ccoffaiif 
Sill new Beauties does diſcover, 

And almoſt enjoys all vn 448 


Humid Eyes, Sighs, Kiſſes, Glances, 1 
Cloſe Embraces, melting Trances: 
Panting, graſping, trembling, firing, 1 


Then, ah then! ah then expiring-- 


188 Orroxn nd Canaibcr 


The Indifferen. A So, to the 
Tune of Lalerida. 


y my Lord ORRERY. 
; 4 1. | 
E that in Loye would ſtill prevail, 
Or not be troubled if he fail, 
Let him my way be a Lover; | 
At firſt I ſeem to dye for Love, 
If that her Pity will not move, 
Without it I recover !. 
ä # 
But if the Lady's kind and true, 
I always ſtrive to be ſo too, 1 V 
Thus to Pity I invite her; | B 
But if a Tyrant ſhe will prove, 
And deny that for which I love, BB 
I Tyrant turn and flight her. | 1 
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3 

Thus when I do a Beauty ſee, 
like her juſt as he likes me, 

Who vexes if I don't take her: 
But yẽt the Conſequence is bad; 
her if ſhe's fair, muſt T be mad? 

III rather ſtraight forſake her. 
| 2 883 
The beſt Rule which in Love 1 find, 
Is to think none fair but the Kind: 

Women thus are pretty AI 
Tho' Water thrown upon a Fire, 


| ot 


' Or Ice on Love, makes ſome burn higher ; | 


Yet mine it forthwith ſtifles. 


| 3 
Who begs a Lady's Heart, muſt till | 
Be pleas'd with whatſoe er ſhe will; 
The Beggar muſt not be chooſer : 
But I fo wiſely things. deſign, 
That always in Amours of mine, 
I'm a Winner, or no Looſer. 


6. For 


*— 
r 
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be 
For when a coy Nymph Love inſpires, F | 
In Wine I quench my hopeleſs Fires; 1 

Thus one Heat expels the other; 
Women I therefore will decline, 
All my Affections are on Wine, * 
When they kill, this will rec ert. 


ab tt r 


T be Story of Orpheus Burleſqud. | 


F Rpheus a One-ey'd limping Thracian, ] | 
Top-Crowder of the barbarous Nation, 

Was Ballad-Singer by Vocation. 
Who up and down the Country ſtroling, 

And with his ſtrains tlie Mob cajoling, 

Charm d them as much, as each Man knows 

Our Modern Farces do our Beaus 1 * 

To hear whoſe Voice they left their Houſes, 

Their Food, their Handicrafts, and Spouſes. 

hilt 


- 4. a. I = ike <5 
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Whilſt by the Merc'ry of his Song, 
He threw the ſtaring gaping Throng, 

A thing deſerving Admiration, 

Into a copious Salivation. 


From hence came all thoſe monſtrous Stories, 
That to his Lays wild Beaſts danc'd Borees, 
That after him, where e'er he rambled 
The Lyon ramp'd, and the Bear gambol'd, 
And Rocks and Caves (their Houſes) 'ambled. 
For ſure the Monſter Mob includes 
All Beaſts, Stones, Stocks, in Solitudes. 


He had a Spouſe ycleped Dice, 
As tight a Laſs as e er your Eye ſee, 
Who being careſs'd one Day by Morpheus, 
In abſence of her Husband Orphevs. 
As in the God's Embrace ſhe lay, 
Dyd not by Metaphor they ſay, 


But th' ungrateful literal way. 
M For 
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For, as a Modern pleasd to ſay byt , 


Orpheus, at firſt, t Appearance grieving, 
For one he ad oft wiſh'd damn d whilſt living, 
That he might play her, hier Farewell, 
Reſoly'd to take a turn to Hell; | 
(For Spouſe, he gueſsd was gone to the Devil) 
There was a Husband damnably civil! 
Playing a merry Strain that ay | f 


Upon th' infernal Kings High-way, 

He caper'd on, as who ſhould fay, 

Since Spouce has paſs'd the Stygian Ferry, 
Since Spouſe is damn'd,. I will be merry, 
And Wights who travel that way daily, 
Jog on by his Example gayly.--- | Few 
Thus ſcraping, he to Hell advancd, _. 
When he came there, the Devil dan d. 
All Hell was with the Frolick taken, 
And with a huge Huzza was ſhaken; 
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All Hell broke looſe, and they who were 
One Moment paſt plung d in Deſpair; | 
Sung, hang Sorrow, caſt away Care. 
But Pluto, with a ſpiteful Prank, 
Ungrateful Devil! did Orpheus thank. 


Orpbeus, ſaid he, I like thy Strain 

So well, that here's thy Wife again; 21: 
But on theſe Terms receive the Bleſſing 
Till thou rt on Earth forbear poſſeſſing. 

He who has play d like thee in Hell, 

Might e en do rother thing as well; 
And ſhades of our eternal 1 
Were not deſign d for ſuch Delight; 7 
Therefore if ſuch in Hell thou uſeſt, 

Thy Spouſe immediately thou loſeſt. | 
Quoth Orpheus, I am maul'd I ſee, , 

You and your Gift be damn'd, thought he, | 
And ſhall be if my Skill don't fail me, 
And if the Devil do's not ail mes- ;. 
„ 
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Now Orpheus ſaw Importance free, 

By which once more a Slave was he. 

The Damn'd chang'd preſently their Notes, 
And ſtretch'd with hideous Howl their Throats; 

And two and two together link'd, | 

Their Chains with horrid Muſick clink'd, 

And in the Conſort yell and Fetlock | 

Expreſsd the Harmony of Wedlock. 

He by Command then lugg d his Dowdey 

To Acheron with many a how-d'ye. 

But as the Boat was tow'rds them ſteering, 

The Rogue with wicked Ogle leering, = ; 
Darted at her fiery Glances, 

Which kindled in her furious Fancies. 
Her Heart did thick as any Drum beat, 
Alarming Amazons to combat. 

He ſoon perceives it, and too wiſe is 
Not to lay hold on ſuch a Criſis. 

His Moyety on the Bank he threw, 
Whilſt thouſand Devils look d aſkew. 
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Thus Spouſe who knew what long Repentance: | 
Was to enſue by Pluto's Sentence, 
Could not forbear her Recreation 
One poor Half. day tavoid Damnation. = 
Her from his Arms the Furies wrun z. 
And into Hell again they flung, 
He finging thus, repaſs'd the Ferry, 
Since Spouſe is damn'd, I will be merry. 


The Story of Aeon Burleſqu'd, or 
the Original of Horn-Fair. 


Ome time about the Month of July, 

Or elſe our ancient Authors do lye, 

Diana, whom Poetic Noddies 

Would have us think to be ſome Goddeſs, 

(Tho' in plain truth a Witch ſhe was, 

Who fold Grey-Peas at Rarclifſ-croſs ) | 

3} Went 
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Went to the. upſitting, of a — 1032] 
Having before been at her Labour. 3 x 
The Goſſips had of Punch a-Bowk-full, - ..... :: 
Which made them all ſing oh be er 100 

A Frolick took them in the Noddle, 

4 Their over-heated Bums to coddle : 

. Sa they at Limehouſe: took a Sculler 7; - 

_ And cram d it fo, no Egg was fuller.” 

With Tide of Ebb, they got to Biß 

Where Punchinello once was Sheriff. 

Our jovial Crew there made an halt, | 
To drink ſome Nants at what d'ye abt. "Ty 
And thence. if any card a F— fort, | 
Went to a Stream that comes from Dariford, 
Where all unrigg d in good Decorutn, 
As naked as their Mothers bore 'em, 

And ſoon their Tatling did outda 

An Iriſb Howl, or Hubaboo. 

O Law] (cryes one to joke the apteſt) 
Methinks I'm grown an Anabaptiſt. 


— 
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If to be dipt to Grace-prefers; Tr 813) nbi i 
I'm gracd and ſowed e an Had and Ears. 
Whilſt thus the tal d;:ia Fiona ſudd en. 
They grewcas/mure as Hat) Duddisg { 
Daunted by th'ynexpeted:Squnds-: |'-: ++ 

Of hollow ing Men, and yelping Hound. 
Who ſoon came up and ſteod at Bay, 
At thoſe who.withd themfelyes away: 
But to encreaſe their {ad Diſaſter 7 
After the Currs appear d their Maſter: + - 
Aeon nam d, a Country Gent. | 
Who hard by lip d ſomewhere in Kur; + 
And hunting lov'd more than his Victuals, 

And cry of Hounds bove Sounds of Fiddles. 

He ſaw his Dogs neglect their Sport, 

Having ſprung Game of better Sort, 
Which put him in a Fit of Laughter,” 7 © 
Not dreaming what was to-come after.  * : 

Bleſs me ! how the young Letcher th | 

1 pleaſingly the Spark was ſcar d 3 

M 4 With 
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With hidden Charms his Eyes he fed), 
And to our Females thus he ſaid; - - + | 
Hye, Jingo, what a Deel's the matter? WW 0 
Do Mermaids. ſwim in Dartford: Water Nu 4501 


The Poets tell us _ e ; od Leun 


If to that Tribe you-do belong, ut ioo n 
Falch, Ladies,” Comte indian! oi 1 ii 
What filent? ne er a world to ſpare me? 

Nay, frown not, for you cannot my” 3-790 | 


Hah ! now I ſee you are meer Females ] 
Made to delight and pleaſure we Males ; 
Faith, Ladies, do co iat at [ 
If five or fix of you I rav ,. 8 
I gad, I muſt — this did To frighhten, Y 
The Goſſips they ſeem's Thunder-ſnixten;” E 
At laſt Diana takes uponther,, N 
To vindicate their injurd Honour... C 
And by ſome Necromantic Spells, | A 

ly 


Strong Charms, Witchcraft, or ſometh ing elſe, - 
* In 
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In twinkling of the Shell of Oyſter, - | 

Tranſmogrify'd the rampant Royſter (42; 501 0 0 
Into a thing ſome call a No- man, A. d Of 
Unfit to love, or pleaſe a Woman: 
The Poets who love to deceive you, 10910 12 


(For once believe them, who'll believe yy” me 
Say, that to quench his leach ro rous Fire, - 
Into a Stag ſhe chang'd the Squire, NN 
Which made him fly o'er Hedges ſkipping, 20! Daf. 
Till his own Hounds had ſpoilt his Tripping : * 
But I who am leſs given to lying, | 1 
Than jolly Rakes to think of dying, 

Do truly tell you here between us, 

She only ſpoilt the Spark for Venus z 

Which ſoon his Blood ſo much did alter, 
He car'd for Love leſs than for Halter. 
No more the Sight of naked Beauty 

Could prompt his Vigour to its Duty; 

And in this Caſe you may believe 

He hardly ſtay'd to take his Leave. 


| I 4 were hy her grafted on his Forehead. 
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He had a Wife, aud ſhe poor Woman 92 ut 
Soon found in him ſomething uncommon. HT 
In yain ſhe rn. & mage 
To rouze to joy the ſenſleſs Lump be 10 
She from a Drone, alas! ſought Honey, if 
And from an capty Pocket, Money. e 0 
That ſweet Revenge of ſlighted Wiyes, 

And ſoon of Horns a pair moſt forid, 
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— 


At fight of which his Shame and 3 471 
Made him firſt curſe; then ſoundly bang her. 
And then his Rage which. overpaw'r;d him, 
Made Poets ſay, his. Dogs devour'd-him. en al 
At Cuckold paint he dy d with Sadneſs. 
Few in his Caſe no ſhew * Ti 
Whilſt Goſſips pleas d at his ſad Cate, 95; om of 
Strait fixt his Horns juſt on the Tlace. 
Leſt th' Memory ot ſhould-be formten 


When they, poor Souls, were dead and rotten. 
2H | And 


© = -'! ww © df 
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And then from Queen Dick got a Patent 

On Charlton Green ib let by a Tent) 0 
Where once a Year with pl tk Wap, 
They told how they were taken napping. 

The following Age improy'd the . 

And made two Diſhes of a Platter: ' * £ 
The Tent where they us'd WOW 18 

b now become a Jolly Fair, 

Where every eighteenth of O 
Comes Citizen demure and ſober / 
With Baſket, Shovel, Pickax ffalking, 
To make à way ford Wife to wk in: | 
Where Having laid out fingle Neger | 
I: buying Horns for deareſt Hotiey, 1 
Oer Furmity, Pork, Pig, and Ale, 
enn tell this Tale. 
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An Ole 0 on ak Death ef Me. Parc 
By, Mr. Dryden. 10 31916 


e Blow. los 


Ak boo dh Lark and GY 
| M With rival Notes Te 
They in their warb ling Throats, 
To welcome in the Spring. 
But in the Cloſe of Night, 
When Philomel begins her heav'nly Lay. 
© They ceaſe theinmutual Spight, .,_ | 
Drink in her Muſick with Delight, . 
And lifeni ning, vn flew obey. | Trop 


80 ceas d che Rivi Crew, when Pa as 1 0 
They ſung no more, or only fung his Fame! 
Struck dumb, they all admir d the Godlike Man. 
The Godlike Man, 
Alas! too ſoon retir'd, 
As he too late began. 
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We beg not Hell, our Orpheus to reſtore, | 
Had he been there . ars 
Their Sov'reign's'Fear- | 
| Had ſent him back before. 
The Power of Harmony ro well they knew, 
He, long ere this, had tund their j jarring Sphere, 
And left no o Hell below. | 74 


0 780 Wee : 3. 
The hear nly Quire, who heard his Notes from high, 


Let down the Scale of Muſick from the Sky: 

They handed him along, | 
Andall the way He taught, and all the way they ſung. 
Ye Brethren of the Lyre, and tuneful Voice, 
Lament his Lot bat at your own rejoyce. 


Now liye ſecure, and linger out your Days, . 


4 


The Gods axe pleas 4 alone with Purcell's Lays, | 
» 454 FG GL 4 4. * 0 LF) | 
Nor know to ” mend their Choice. 
* Sat I Þ: r. 17 
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l Elegy iii. 
Ey Mr. Fenton. 


Fird with ambitious Zeal, my Harp I ftrung, 


And great Exploits in lofty Numbers told. 
Phehus in his Caſtalian Grotto laid, 


Spyd me, and haſtily when firſt he ſpyd, 
Thus, leaning on his a Lyre, he cry d: 


Forbear to ſing of Arms, alas forbear ! 


Thy Pen to paint the ſofter Scenes o Joy. 


Prefer d to Grace the Toilets o the Fair: 


The DREAM: An om Propertiu 


0 greenRetreats, that ſhade the MuſesStrean, 
My Fancy lately bore me in a Dream; 


And Blenbeims Field, and fam d Ramillia ſung: 


Faſt by that Spring, where Spencer fat of old, 


Oer which a Lawrel caſt her ſilken Shade, 


What ſtrange Ambition has miſplacd a there? 
Form'd in a gentler Mould, henceforth employ 


Thy Works may thus the Myrtle Garland wear, 


When 


wy - cd 9 » = on 
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when their Iod Youths at Night too long delay, 
In reading thee they'll paſs the Hours a- wre: 
And, when they'd make their chang WIG DOES” 
Repeat thy Paſſion to reveal their wn. 
Then haſt, the fafer Shallows to rin, 
Nor dare the ſtormy Dangers o the Main.” 


Ceaſing with this Reproof, the friendly God, 
A maſſy Path, but lightly beaten, ſhow dl. 
A Cave there was, which Nature's Hand alene 
Had arch d, with Greens o various Kinds o'exgrown; 
With Tymbrels all the vaulted Roofs were grad, 
And Earthen Gods on either fide were plac! fs baja 
Silenus, and the Muſes Virgin-Train, ; - 
Stood here, with Pan the Poet o the Plain; 
Elſewhere the Doves o Gnherea's Team, 1 
Wer ſcen wins n Caſtel Stream. 1220 


Nine Laila ſevral Taſk brd, 
For Ivy one was ſent to ſearch the Wood; 
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This to ſoft Numbers joyn d harmonious Bl 
And fragrant: Roſy Wreaths a third: * 
Me chus the bright Calliope addreſs d, | 
(Her Name the Brightneſs of her Form dae | 
The Silver nn Venus walt to beer 
Thee ſafe,” in Pomp along the liquid Air. 
Pleas d with thy peaceful Province, ſtreight recal 
Thy,raſli Deſign to fing the wounded G: 


Harſh ſounds the Trumpet in the Muſes Grove, 1 
But ſweet the Lute, the Lute is fit for Love. 
No moge rehearſe the Domus Purple Stream, Ir 
Let Love for ever be the tender Theme: | y 
And in thy Verſezeveal e 7 

| To melt an haughty Nymph's relentleſs 1 = F 
The Goddeſs ceaſing to confitm me more, 


My Face with hallowed Drops ſhe ſprinkled o'er; - 
Fetch ' d from the Fountain, by whoſe flow ry fide, W 
Soft Waller ſung of Sacbariſſas Pride. 


— 


" i , 8 8 4 * . ” 

= 0 

3 2 * 
- 

— — * 

OSS ow 

- 

* 


MISCELLANTL 157 


On the Reprinting Mr. MI LTON's 
Proje-Works, with bis Poems writ= 
ten in bis Paradiſe loſt. 


By Mr. Yalden. 
Heſe ſacred Lines with Wonder we peruſe, 
And praiſe the Flights of a ſeraphick Muſe: 
Till thy ſeditious Proſe provokes our Rage, 
And ſoils the Beauties of thy brighteſt Page. 
Thus here we ſee tranſporting Scenes ariſe, | 


Heav'ns radiant Hoſt, and opening Paradiſe; © 

Then trembling view the dread Abyſs beneath, 

Hell's horrid Manſions, and the Realms of Death. 
Whilſt here thy bold majeſtick Numbers rife, 

And range th' embattI'd Legions of the Skies, 

With Armies fill the azure Plains of Light, 

And paint the lively Terrors of the Fight, 


N We 
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we own the Poet worthy to rehearſe 
Heav'n's laſting Triumphs in immortal Verſe: 
But when thy impious mercenary Pen 


Inſults the beſt of Princes, beſt of Men; 
Our Admiration turns to juſt Diſdain, 


And we revoke the fond Applauſe again. 


Le, 
* 


Like che fall'n Angels in their happy State, ; 
Thou ſhar'df their Nature, Infolence, and Fate: 
To Harps divine, immortal Hymns they ſung, . 
As ſweet thy Voice, as fweet thy Lyre was (tru 
As they did Rebels to th* Almighty gro- 


So thou -prophan'ſt his Image here below, - "WT: 
Apoſtate Bard] may mot thy guilty Ghoſt, He 
Diſcover to its own eternal Coſt, Ti 
That as they Heav'n, thou Paradiſe haſt doſt. Lil 
CIS: + as. 4 | * 

1 L 


NMISC.E L LANE * 
91019 igt οπινν,muñ 424] 2206 ll 
Lil ten I oHotor 1 


To the Ad uf a fair young * 
Anno Dom. 1697. 


HEN black wich Sides this mourning 


_ Epperss, 
And the relenting Marble flows wir Teaus4 j 
Thinktbetwikat Qrieſs a.Parent's Roſom 2 1 

Whoſe fatal Lok 2 ballow's Guoung, 7 * 
. 2185 Pee. N N: 1 

Stow Lulies here, and | Myrtle Wiraths _ 

To crown the fading Triumphs of the Fair: 
lere blooming Youth, and:dhawniog . 
in Earth reſigns ichem/to-cheir! Native Sig: 
Like Chins laid for Ages to refine, | 

And — — b e 101 | 


20 * * +*- 
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$3119 D 208 
Unmingled may the: * 1 of L 


0 cb oN Eat th ctle ſacred Sweets pudphane ; Js | 
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But let her Urn preſerve its Virgin Store, 

Chaſt and unſully'd as ſhe liv'd before. 

Af; Non NN V \ dM. ah T 
=== —— Tal — Fr 
— -'Y ; 
Written in her Cleopatra. r 
—— rf T 
The Wonders Beauty wrought of Y A 

In every mournful Page appears T List ot! 

The Nymph's Diſdain, and Lovers Tears. — 
Whilft theſe feign d tragick Tales you view. 
Fondly you weep, and think them true; 4 
Lament the Hero's ſlighted Flame, EE 
Let „ — Hs 

A 101 Hal vuidd z « 


For Youths e no longer grieve, 
But rather heal the Wounds you give; 
The Slaves your Eyes have ruin'd mourn. 
And pity Flames with which your Lovers bun. 
__ "> It 5 ; Ol 
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Oh! hadſt thou livd in former Days, / 
Thus Fame had ſung lov'd Aras Praiſe: | +04 
The Triumphs of thy haughty Reign, 
Thy matchleſs Form, and cold Diſdain: 
Thy Beauties had remain' as long - - 
The Theme of ev'ry Poet's Song: 


Then Myra's Conqueſts had been wrote. 
And Cleopatra dyd forgot. VT xX tat 


An Epiflle 5 Mr. 
Dr. Cm of Queen's "a 
Oxon, when be bad the Gout 


des 1 
— ith 

How 1, who love» Whare and Wins, 
And all the ſtudied Luxuties 
ot eo eee 
N 3 


* 
4 * 4 — - 
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Shou'd have the Gout, and Penance do, 

With Foot on (Mair in Velvet Shoe. ) 

But how a Man predicainttual- | 7 I 
-ly ſober, and near tranſound ent Fc 
That ne er was khowrt to: he a Glatf6n, ,' 7: $0 
Beyond a Penny Chop o Mehner 
And can't tell what fluch Senſs, or Whores; | Ml” 
And Goody is Kis only Ch MU A 
How ſuch a one ſhou'd havrinceſting, +, 1 
Saline, and acid ſo infeſting, u 
Es ſtrange to me, and as obſcürerg 
es almoſ} 28 th he 
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Lure. n If 
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The Te Lire 844 oe fot. way i | B 
Bat Ro Thought 155 dell the Cour; 2 Fl 
- And that with Bum on Couch we lye, «1» WE: 
Becauſe our Reaſons ſqar g to hinz N 
As Canons when they mount vaſt pixchess; II 


Are tumbld back (ns en hn 


Slivob o 1 . . 12 * A 24 1 1 


" . 1 
r 1 * 
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Indeed Im apt to think in you 
Th Hypot beſis is very true: 
for your inveſtigating Skull 
80 br and 19); full, | 
That hunting things thro' common Places, 
are loft in Entelechian Mazes. 
And as when to an Hauſe we come 
To know if any one's at home, | 
We knock: So one muſt kick your Shin, 
Fer he can find your Souls within. _ 
Your Brains (if any) ſure wou'd work wel 
Upon the Quadrature oth Circle: 
But if you'll have your Foot no more in 
Flannel, you muſt leave off your poring. 
Be blithe, and merry till, as a Grig, 
Mirth is the beft Antipodagrig ; 
The Gout's inrag'd by Care and Sadneſy, - © 
The beſt Cure fort is th” Oyl o Gladnefs, 


474 8 0 
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On the Marriage of the Lad * M ARY 
with the Prince of Ok ance. 


By Dr. Chetwood. 


ET fond Geographers now ſeek no more 
Their happy Ifles near the ſcorch'd. Lybin 
Shore; 
No in th' Arlantict fix thoſe bliſsful Plains, 
Where too much Sun, and Spaniſh Av'rice reigns; 
| Theſe are the Climates favoured by Fate, 
The happy Soils, the Iſlands F ortunate; | 
Their Sea from Europe's Tumults them divides, 
And joyns 'em to't in ev'ry thing beſides. | 
Peace, with her Train, hath here her Palace choſe, 
Riches and Pleaſure, Learning and Repoſe : 
Here Charles, like Fove on his Olympus, ſtands, 
Balancing Empires in his mighty Hands; 


And over Kings by peaceful Arts does find | 
The beſt Command, the Empire of the Mind. 
Here Gallant Orange, tir d with Warlike Sweat, 
Lays down his Helmet, and ſeeks ſoft Retreat: 
Rides o'er the peaceful Plains, views rural Toil, 

Sees no ſlain Plowman here manure the Soli. 
For noiſy Camps he hears ſoft Muſick's Charms, 
His doubtful Sleep not broke by ſhort Alarms: 

The Heroe thus ſecure, Love does ſurprize, 

Lying in Ambuſh in the Princeſs's Eyes. « f 1 
Love! the frail Part, in Souls the moſt divine, 
Whom cautious Nature when ſhe does deſign, 
Impregnable on ev ry part beſide, | 
Like Engineers, leaves this unfortify d; 

On his free Soul it does ſo faſt advance, 

That it's more dreadful than the Pow'r o France: 
Yet this new Enemy he ſcorns to yield, 

Like Diomede wou'd meet him in the Field. 


* 
. 

- 
- - * 
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But fight not, Prince, againſt the Pow'rs divine, 


Nor at the Golden happy Shafts repine, ö 
For ten Days Siege, 2 Maiden Helen's thine. 

For Charles the good, and the illuſtrious ame- 
Obſerve their Souls burning with mutual Flames, - 
Souls which a real Sympathy do prove, 

Souls Unifon! as 


Then to him thus they ſpake— 


" wes} 4 


Brave Prince! whoſe Virtues leave thy Trars behind, 
And merits Fortrme, greater yet defign'd 
By Heav'n; whoſe n 9 

grace, | ; 129-0 | 
As prov'd thee of triumphant Noſſew's Rack, 
Nor ſham'ſt ur Royal Blood that's in woe 


Reap here the Harveſt of your nm Pains: 
As your Reward, we to you do reſign 
Our eldeſt Comfort, to be henceforth thine.” © 
And know that Great Elizabeth, when ſhe 

From Spaniſb Yoke did ſet your Country free, 


Cave 


MISC EEL ANN 
Gave * not half * W DS” 2 


2140 i 1559 0 
/ de „ neee who —_ 7 
Your. Voyages unte the Ocein's Eud, ö 
Whoſe inerhauſted T reaſuries do hold 
Tue #4/ters Spicea, aid the ef Gold 
Speak, if you ever ſuch à Cargo — | 
Ever reid à Fleet fo richly fraught, © 
As this, which brings your Princeſs to your Shoar? 
Confeſs your Bunt, compar'd with this, is pot. 
Ev'n we (fo rich) ſhou'd ſa-much Beauty fear 2 U 
T” export, but that ſhe leaves her Siſter here. 
Make a continual Day, with joyous Flames, 
Joyn with your Fleets your Texel to our Thames; 
With more Pomp to receive this Gift of F ate, 
The fair Palladium of your tott ring State. 
And you, Great Princeſs, fear not the rough Main, ; 


4 
» w > A wa go - 


1 
A . 


He knows his Duty to his Sovereign, 
Nis Nereids will all be of your Train. 


7 % . 
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So Venus, when ſhe does to Paphos ride '2 
In her ſmooth Shell, ſhe cuts the gentle Tide, ; 
Her Nymphs make a long row of goodly Pride. 

Now Flanders, more belov'd by :Mars than 145: I 
Shall at your Sight reſume her ancient Face: 
The reſtor'd Shepherds ſhall Pipe forth your Pu, 
Call you their Palet in their rural Lass; 
Ihe fearleſs Plowmen ſhall you loudly fing, © :-» 
And, as to Ceres, their Fruit Offerings bring. 

The peaceful Seas ſhall break their Digues no more, 
With humble Rev'rence, but ſalute the Shore: 
J, wnen you (as Hakyons ) breed, WW 1 
1 — enjoy an univerſal * 1 
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An Epiſtle from Me. W n tf to 
Dr. C——= upon. bis ral 2 to 
tale the Oaths. © 


i tos 
b To = 
In Paper Embaſſy I greet you, wy I 
Tadviſe you not to be ſo wary, 5 wii 
Touching King William and Queen 4 55 IB wil 


That, ſpight of Fe cilowhip and Pupils, © I 
You' 1 wg your ( Conſcience ce out i in unde. | 


Il (as ye Queen S Men muſt believe). Go 


"Two Negs make one Affirmative; j 

Why ith' Name oth' Predicaments, g 

And all your analyiick Sense, SO: 
Will you deny two Affirmations @ PLUG 

la their Turn too to jnake Rebe 
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This Poſftulatum any Pate 
Will gra rant that's n N 1 i A * Nb 


* 


Nay th me wil * 


Y. «a, \ 
Tor fome : appears 4 fortion. 
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Hoc dato & conceſſo, e * 


In Baralypton blunderbuſg ye: 
eue a (183 3 4172 
He that to tw Kings tak 
; " J J99IT, I”. Ou ah 
E by the laſt abſoly'd from boch; „„ 
2 > n YO! nn 
For each Oath being an Affirmariov, St 
Both (as was pwnd) | make a e. 100 a 
Thus ſcientifically, you. ſee, 6 pr ng as 
The more you're bound, the more > you re ol 
As Juglers when they, ki knit 2% 
Undo the Knot the d before. 8 2 
ow 5 Shad oem AN owl 
17 1139 £5: 71 AN 


I admire chat your - Soni ah rin 2 Vader 1 
ſtanding ſhould make ſo ſtran - 2 Blunder, LIT 


As roundly to aver Sub jection, 


ot 003 i:0T 319d ul 


W nt Couzen-German to Protection: : 
AT Nay 


Nay mare they re Relatives, (unleſa e 
Miſtake Tom Hobhe) facundmn d - 
But I'm in hope y ue Hy taken vids V7 
The Oath elſewhere, to.Lave your R +1107 v6 
As Spark, by Country Clap half undeng, - 77 10/7 
Takes Coach, and, ſteals a Cure at Lauda. 
a ä 
_ To CEIIA. 
IE, Celia, "tis fly to figh thus in vain, 
þ Tis filly to pity a Lover you've ſlain: 
If ſtill you continue yawr'Skaves to deride, 
The Pity you feign will che talen for Pride 
And Sorrow for Sim dun never belktlie, 07 nn 
In one who loves daihy cont it a: 5120 qe 
For if, whilſt your ſuix, yu reſolve to be co, 
You may hourlyivepent, and hourly deſtroy." * © - 
Yet none will believe you, proteſf what y l, 
That you grieve for tlie Head, if the Living vou Nl. 
Where then are eur Hopes, when we zedlouſty woo, 


If you vow to abhor vat ou conſtantiy doꝰꝛ 
E | Then, 
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Then, Celis, be kinder, and tell me my Fate, 
For the worſt I can ſuffer's to die by your Hate: 

If this you deſign, neer fancy in van 

By your Sighs and your Tears to recal me again; 
Nor weep at my Grave, for I ſwear if you do, 
As you now laugh at me, I'Il then laugh at you. 


A $ONG. 
an e 270g COIN 
Eſpairing as I fat alone, 
In a ſhady mirtle Grove: 
When to each gentle Sigh and Moan, | 


Some neighb'ring Echo gave a Groan, 
---»Came, by the Man I love. 
Oh! how I ſtrove my Grief to hide! 
I panted, bluſh d, and almoſt dyd, 
And did the tatling Echo chide; 
For fear ſome Breath, or moving Air 


Shou d to his Ears my Sorrow bear. | 
* 2. And 
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Eig.. 0 

And oh! ye Pow'es!1 die to gain 54 

But one poor parting Kiſs; 5 bag 
And yet I lie on Racks of Pain, 
That e er I ſhou'd a With retain,” 

Which Honour: thinks amiſs. 
Thus are poor Maids unkindly us'd, \ 


By Love and Nature both abus d, 
Our tender Hearts all is refus d; * 
And when we burn with ſecret Flame, 
Muſt bear our Grief, or die with Shame. | 


_— 


— 


A SONG. Set by Mr. WI Don. 
Done from Anacreon by Mr. Boyle. 
A” Cupid roguiſhly one Day 
Had all alone ſtole out to play, 
he Muſes caught the little Knave, 


And Captive Love to Beauty gave. | 
| + & The 
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The laughing Dame ſoon.miſs'd her Son, 
And here and there'diftraded run; . -. -- 
And ſtill his Liberty to gain, 

Offer d his Ranſom but in vain; 

The willing Pris ner hugs his Chain, 
And vows he'll ne er be free again. 


; 


* - 
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A SONG: Set by Mr. Dr ax. 
Nchanted by your Voice and Face, 
1 pleaſing Dreams I fainting lie: 
I bleed, fair Nymph, I bleed apace, 
Ah oh! I languiſh} Oh! I die! 
2. 8 
[ Sing. fair Nymph, 155 let your: Eyes 
| Upon your proſtrate Slave be ſhed, . 
e | An Angel's Face, and Angers Voice, 
Whene er they pleaſe can raiſe the 224 
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By Mr. RusSEL. 
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Inſcribd to Humearey FowLe Eſq; 
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HERO and LEANDER. 


HE Torch, the Witneſs of a ſecret Flame, 
The nightly Swimmer, and the beau- 


teous Dame, 


Nuptials in Night's obſcureſt Shades conceal'd, 
Which ne'er the Goddeſs of the Morn beheld : 
4bydus Town, and Seſtus lofty Tow'rs 
Where kindeſt Lovers paſt their gentleſt Hours : 
O heavinly Muſe! in ſofteſt Verſe proclaim, 
Soft as their Joys, and faultleſs as their Flame. 

- _- Begin, 
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198 


Begin, m yMuſe, — What Sound is t ſtrikes my Ear ö 


Sure I Leander on the Billows hear. 74 
Hark! How the Seas tempeſtuous Rage he bravez 
Daſhes the Surges, and inſults the Waves: 

See Where the Torch extends its ſparkling Light, 


Chaſes the Shades, and gilds the gloomy Night. 
Emblem of Love! which Fove ſhould thence tranſlte 


To Starry Regions, and Celeſtial State. 


"There to our Flames 'twill ſtill auſpicious prove 


The Bride-adorning Star of Nuptial Love. 
For here below it grac'd the fleepleſs Hours, 


And call'd the Lovers to divine Amours: 


To aid their Flames did all its own employ, 
Handmaid of Love, and Harbinger of Joy. 

Till blown by envious Blaſts of adverſe Wind, 
True to their Joys, and to their Pleaſures kind. 


But ah! my Muſe, the Fate of both reſound, 
And let my Verſewith one ſad Cloſe be crown d, 
The Torch extinguiſh'd, and Leander drown'd. | 
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To both theſe Towns Love ſent a ſingle Dart, 


„ And fir'd a gallant Youth's and beauteous K 
Heart. | 

me brave Leander from Abjcus came; N 

But ſhe that kindled in his Breaſt a Flame | 


At Seſtus liv'd, and Hero was her Name, 
Theſe both excell'd the faireſt of their Kind, 
And in each Town like Conſtellations ſhin d. 


But Thou, whoe're thou art, that paſſeſt der 
The rapid Channel to the Thraciam Shore, 

Find out the Tower where Seſtian Hero ſtood 

To guide Leander thro' the ſwelling Flood: 

View well A55dus Hoarſe-reſounding fireights, 
That till lament their Loves, and mourn their Fates. 


O04 And 


— 
1 


A 


99 - 
. 


2 
——— 


1 Oe & _— © 1 
—_— — — 
. 


_— 
— 7 


EW < my 
= 3 — * - 
* 
— * 
3 
N = 
- 


1 — » 2 — 
——— — ey Gow 
re 1 


we, 


CHA Tr. b * -U 
- n — ll - 4 — 
- — 44 . — =. — dn 
= «© 
I f 


J 1 64 
* TS 
— — 4 


*&1 ls FREY 


5 ee 


200 Oxronkp and CMRBM DER 


— =o ' 


— 


— — 


Was Venus Prieſteſs at her Seſtian Shrine: 


giz 1 —— 
Way Arm grow tp erty ee 


And Thou, O Goddeſs, grant thy heav'nly Aid, 
Tell how Leander was to Love betrayd. 
And how with mutual Flames he fir d the Sg 


Hero, deſcended of an ancient Line, 


A lonely Tow'r confin'd the ſacred Maid. 

Whoſe riſing Height the Subject Seas ſurvey d. 

Her ſelf a Venus! Such Cœleſtial Grace 

Shone in her Eyes, and ſparkled in her Face. 

To Maſques, and publick Balls ſhe'd ne er repair, 

Nor come amidſt the Circle of the Fair; 

Her Sex's Envy thinking to decline, 

(For at Superior Charms the Women ſtill repine.) 

But ſhe, with Incenſe and Libations ſtrove 

To pleaſe the Cyprian Queen, and God of Love: 

She made their Fane with daily Off rings flow, 

Dreading the Shafts, and trembling at the Bow, 

But yet thoſe flaming Shafts ſhe *ſcap'd not ſo. 
| | The 
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The Seſtians now a Day of ſolemn State 
To Venus and Adonis celebrate. 
In mighty Crowds againſt the ſacred Day, 
From all the Iſles around they haſte away; 
Theſe from Hemonia, thoſe from Cyprus come, 
Forſake their Cities, and deſert their Home: 
No Fair in all Cythera's Towns is found, 


Nor Damſel dancing on the ſpicy Ground 

Of balmy Libanus, with Odours crown'd. 

All of each Age and Sex to Seftus run, 

From Phrygian Cities, and Abydus Town: 

Nor was there one briſk Youth remain'd behind, 
Whoſe Soul to Beauty and to Love inclin d; 

For they ſtill follow where the Fame 1s heard 

Of conſecrated Days, and Feaſts prepar d; 

Not with deſign t' adore the Pow'rs divine, 
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Or offer Incenſe at the Seſtian Shrine, 
But to behold the Maids that in the Temple ſhine. 


Now 
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4 Her Snowy Cheeks two ruddy Circles cloſe; 
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Now the fair Prieſteſs paſs'd amidſt the Thromg, 
With graceful Steps ſhe ſlowly movd along; 
Her blooming Charms adorn'd the ſacred Place, 
Darting a grateful Splendor from her Face: 

Clad in ſuch Beams the Silver Queen of Night 
Shoots from her riſing Orb propitious Light. 


Two Colours thus adorn the blowing Roſe: 

Had you but ſeen, you'd ſwore the charming Maid 
A Roſy Meadow from her Limbs diſplay'd; 4 

For as ſhe walk'd upon the poliſh'd Stone, 
Beneath her Feet reflected Roſes ſhone. _ 

The Bards of old, three Graces only feign'd, 

But Hero's Face a thouſand Charms contain'd, 

And in each anton Eye a hundred Graces reign'd. 


O Prieſteſs! worthy of the Cyprian Queen 
Such charming Beauties, and attractive Mien 
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So far excell'd the faireſt Dames, that vou 
Seem d both the, Prieſteſs and the Goddeſs too. 


The beauteous Maid, to all the Youth imparts - 
A ſecret Wound, and ſteals into their Hearts. 
Not one, but was ambitious to be ty'd 
In Hymen's Fetters to ſo fair a Bride: 
Where e'er amidſt the lofty Dome ſhe ſhew'd 
Her Charms, their _ their Thoughts, their 
Souls purſu'd; EY | 
When one above the reſt admird * Maid, 
And as his Love inſpir'd him, thus he ſaid, 


« Sparta I've ſeen renown'd for radiant Eyes, 
« Where brighteſt Maids contend for Beauty's Prize, 
But ſuch a Maid did ne'er at Sparta ſhine, 
<« So ſoft, ſo ſweet, ſo balmy, ſo divine; 
Thy Prieſteſs, Vemus, is not mortal-born, 
One of the Graces does thy Face adorn; 
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204  Oxrond and CalttkiDer 
Fre tir d my Eyes with gazing on the Sight, 4 
« Yet am unſated with the vaſt Delight. 


* Ah! lovely Maid! could I enjoy thy Charms, 


* And preſs thee naked in my circling Arms, 


« Th impending Stroke of Fate I would not fly, 

« But for that Moment's Joy contented dye. 

« Ah! lovely Maid! wouldt thou my Flames 
«.- approve, I eee 79 e 

* And condeſcend to crown my raging Love, 

4 Id envy not the Gods, nor all their Joys above. 

« O Cyther-a! ſince it is deny d 


Thuy heav'nly Prieſteſs ſhould become my Bride; 


Grant, that if cer it prove my Fate to wed, 
* A charming Fair, like her, may bleſs my Bed. 


Thus ſpake th* enamour'd Youth——— 
Mean while another burnt with ſecret Fire, 
Conceal'd his Wound, and rag'd with fierce Deſire. 


But, 


MISCELLANT. 


But you, Leander, when you ſaw the Fair, 
would not conſume your Mind with hidden Care; 
Reſolv d you ſtood to tell the Nymph your Pain, 
Nor fear d her Anger, or her fierce Diſdain; 

Reſol vd the utmoſt of your Fate to try, 
And win the beauteous Maid, or in th Encounter dye. 


The Torch of Love firſt ſhone in Hero's Eyes, 
From theſe fair Stars the pointed Light'ning flies: 
Thence to Leander's Soul the Paſſion came, 

The fatal Wound, and unextinguiſh'd Flame, 

For the bright Charms of an unſpotted Maid. 
Swifter than feather'd Shafts our Souls invade. 
Her ſparkling Eyes diſcharge unerring Darts, 

Our Eyes they pierce, and ſtrike upon our Hearts. 

Amazement, Fear, Shame, Confidence poſſeſt 
Leander's Soul, and ſtrugled in his Breaſt: 

He wonder'd at a Form ſo heav'nly bright, 
View'd it with Joy, but trembled at the Sight: 
| | Then 
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Then Shame reſtrain'd him, and hisSpeech delay d | 


At length, aſſuming Boldneſs to his Aid, 
He ſoftly walk d along, and ſtood before the Maid, 


Then firſt obliquely caſting round his Eyes, | | 
The Force of Glances, and ſoft Looks he tryes; 
Looks, which, tho? filent, told his inward Smart, 
And Flame, her Eyes had kindled in his Heart: 
Theſe to her Soul an eafie Paſſage found, 
Retort the Lightning, and return the Wound. 


With Joy the bluſhing Maid beheld her Prize, 
Proud of the Triumphs of her conqu'ring Eyes; 
Oſt her fair Hand her lovely Face conceal'd, | 
Hid by Degrees, and by Degrees reveal'd ; 
Whilſt ſecret Glances from her Eyes declare 
She lik d his Paſſion, and approv'd his Care: 
"Tranſports of Joy Leander's Soul did move, 

To find the Maid perceiv'd, and not diſdain hisLove. 


Now 
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Now whilſt th* enamour'd Youth contriv'd to gain 
A ſecret Hour to tell the Nymph his Pain, 
The ſetting Sun led on the Evening Cloſe, 
And *midſt deep Shades bright Heſperus aroſe: 
Soon as Leander thro? the Fane deſcries, © 
Nodurnal Clouds in ſable Mantles riſe, 
The charming Prieſteſs he with Sighs addreſt; | © + 
Drawn from the bottom of his anxious Breaſt, ; 
Then ſeiz d her Hand, and Roſy-Fingers preſt. 
With forc'd Reſentment, and diſdainful Shew, 
Her lovely Hand the ſilent Maid withdrew. + 


But when the Youth her wand ring Glances ſpies, 
Her real Paſſion, and her feign'd Diſguiſe; 
Her Purple Garment wrought with various Art 
He ſeiz'd, and led her to the ſecret'ſt part 
Of all the Dome. The Maid with tardy Pace 
Her Lover follow'd thro the ſacred Place; | 
But ſeem'd unwilling, and did Coyneſs feign, © 
And chid his Rudeneſs in this Female Strain. 

09 | Stranger! 
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« Stranger! What Madneſs does thy Soul invade? 


« Why doſt thou rudely drag a harmleſs Maid? 

« Let go my Gown, or I'll cry out; Be gone: 
« The juſt Reſentments of my Parents ſhun. 

« How darſt thou thus confeſs th ambitious Flame 
« To me, the Prieſteſs of the Cyprian Dame? 

* To me, deſcended of a Race ſublime, 

« *Tis hard, tis very hard my lofty Bed to climb, 


Thus the coy Maid expreſs'd her falſe Diſdain, 
In Threats peculiar to the Virgin Train: 

But furious Threats, Leander knew, diſplay'd 
The certain Signs of a conſenting Maid. 

(For when with Threats the Maids their Lovers blame, 
Thoſe very Threats betray their mutual Flame.) 
Mad with Deſire, her Neck divinely white, 

Sweet to the Smell, and grateful to the Sight; 

He kiſt, and thus he ſpoke, — 
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4 0 Venus / next to Venus, heavnly Fail. 
« And next to Pallas, you a Palla are! 
« For ſyre, of mortal Dames, tlie faireſt 3 - 
« Does not deſerve to be oompar d with theeʒ 
« None but immortal Goddeſſes above, 
« The radiant Daughters of Saturnian Ne. l 
Ah! Charming Virgin! Hear my tender Prayers, 
« Pity my Pains, arid ſoften at my Cares : 
As Venus, Prieſteſs; her Delights purſue, ' 
And be the Prieſteſs of her Pleaſures too. 
«* Come, lovely Maid, the flying Hours employ 4; 
* In Love's myſterious Rights, and Nuptial Joy. - 
«© Ablooming Maid; adorn'd with Charms like think © | 
« Should not officiate at the Goddeſs Shrine: 
* Venus delights not in obdurate Maids, 
« Diſdains their Service, and their Vows upbraide. g 
* If you intend the Paphian Queen to pleaſe, 
& To learn her Orgics, and her ſoft Decrees, 
„Her ſacfed Laws, ald her myſterious Rites, 


They're downy Beds, and amorous Delights; 
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f her you reverence, let your Thoughts incline 
0 To Love's ſweet Tranſports, and to Joys divine, 

Accept a Slave whoſe Soul your Byes cane 
Or elſe exalt him to a happier Name: 
* Whom cruel Love has with his Arms purſu'd, 
« His Arrows wounded. and his Bow ſubdy'd. 
« Swift-footed Hermes heretofore betray'd 
« The great Alcides to the Lydian Maid: 
« But Hermes ſent me not to wear your Chains, 
But the bright Goddeſs of th Idalian Plaing, 
« Fair Atalanta of Arcadia fled | 
« ' Milonion's Paſſion, and deſpis d his Bed: 
« But Cytherea did her Scorn controul, __ 

« And made the Youth the Darling of her Soul, 

Beware, bright Nymph, ſubmit to Cupid's Yoke 
« Leſt proud Diſdain the Cyprian Dame provoke. 


Thus did the Youth with ſofteſt Words perſuade 
And ſooth the Soul of the reluctant Maid; _ _ 


Hs 


MISCEL LAN aun 
His earneſt Vows , and Proteſtations charmd, 
Kindled Affection, and her Pride diſarmd: 
The ſhame- fac d Virgin, conſcious of her wound, 
glently fix d her Eyes upon the Ground, 
Whilſt from the gazing Youth ſhe ſtrove to hide, 
Her Cheeks with Bluſhes of Vermilion dy'd: 
All Signs of ſoft Conſent: For filent Shame 
k the F ore-runner of a kindling Flame: 
Silence, Confufi jon, Bluſhes, down-caft Eyes, | 


The ſure Preſages are of a amorous Joys. 


Tir enatiour d Maid now felt within her bs 
Love's raging Pleaſures, and delightful Pains; 
Leader's Charms inflamd with ſtrange Deſire 
Her Heart, that glow'd with fierce, but pleaſing Fire; 
Whilſt on the Ground ſhe fix'd her beauteous Eyes 
Wandring with Shame, and trembling with Surprize. 


The raviſh'd Youth beheld a heav'nly Sight, 
F mous-with Love, and tremblin g with Delight: 
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Her ſoft and ſnowy Neck his Eyes RT 1 
Nor were they ever with beholding cloy d: 

At length her Voice did theſe ſoft Accents yicld, 
Whilſt humid Bluſhes from her Face diſtilld. | 


7 Stranger! the Magick of thy Voice alone 

« Would move th obdurate Rocks, and melt a Stone: 
* Who taught thee ſuch beguiling Words, t exprek 
Ihe ſofteſt Paſſion with the beſt Addreſs? 
Alas! Who ſent thee here? What Pow'r unkind ; 
To wound my Soul, and diſcompoſe my Mind? 
« -Charm'd with thy Voice, I've heard the Plealing 
« Strain, | 

« Yet all that thou haſt ſpoke 1s froke' in vain: 
How can a faithlels Stranger, us d to rove, 


Hope to ingage my Heart, and gain my Love? 


« fis plain, no ſolemn Rites and nuptial Bands, 
Can conſecrate our Joys, and joyn our Hands: 


Ne er 


8 I | 


MISCEELANT., 3135 
« Neer will my Friends (were our Deſires the ſame) 
« Give their Permiſſion, and indulge our Flame: 
« If you deſign, in ſome obſcure Diſguiſe, 

« T elude the prying ſearch of curious Eyes, 

« Such Thoughtsare vain; noCare, noArtcan ſhroud 
« Your dark Amours, and hide them from the Croud: 
Mens Tongues, to Scandal prone, will Stories raiſe; 
The ſecrerſt Actions Fame abroad: diſplays; . 
And oft the Spark himſelf th Intrigue betrays. . 

* Yet, e'er we part, thou charming Youth unknown 
« Tell me thy Name, thy Country, and thy Town, 


There ſtands aTow'r ſublime,on Mountains ſteep , 
* Which threats the Skies, and triumphs o er the Deep 
Where raging Seas a horrid Prof] ped give: 
This is the Place where I am doonr d to live, . 
One Maid attends my, ſolitary State, 
Friend to my Cares, and Partner of my Fate; 
No Youths and Virgins joyn in Dances there, 


Nor ſoft harmonious Strains delight my Ear * 
P3 ens 


214 Orronp and CAMBRIDGE 
Nor Day nor Night can ſweet Repoſe be found, 


% Eternal Tempeſts roar, and murm ring Waves 
« reſound. 


She ſpoke: and with her Veil her Cheeks conceal, 
" Whoſe Crimſon” Bluſhes far the Roſe excell'd: 

Her Words confeſs'd her Love, but native Shame 
Her haſty Words condemn'd, * check d her for- 


ward Flame. 


Leander, pierc d with Shafts of keen Deſire, 
To fight Love's Prize contriv'd, and quench his Fire. 
With | Darts reſiſtleſs Love ſubdues Mankind, 
He gives the Poyſon firſt, then cures the Mind; 
Celeſtial Counſel lends to ew ry Slave, | 
Which heals the burning Wounds his Arrows gave. 
He to Leander's Wounds a Cure apply d, 
Who fix 4 on bold Deſigns profoundly figh'd, 5 
And to the tremblipg Maid in artful Words reply'd a\ 


TFTenjoy thy Charms divine, O heav'nly Dame, 
by ra ſwim t thro' Surges of tempeſtuous F * 
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« To gain the Sweets of thy delicious Bed. 
« Nor Seas profound, nor thund'ring Storms Idread. 
„Fach Night, with madid Arms, untir'd Il ſtem 
« The rolling Waves of Helleſpontus Stream: 

« From fair Abydus Town, my native Place, 
Il ride in Triumph to thy ſoft Embrace. 

« Only, my Dear, on your high Tow'r diſplay 
« A flaming Taper, whoſe refulgent Ray. OY 
« My watry Courſe may guide. Thus I from far 
The Ship of Love ſhall ſcem, your Torch my Star. 
« Beholding which, I'll ſcorn the numerous Train 
* Of Stars, whoſe fiery Orbe ſball ſhine in vain: | 

In vain the frozen Cary ſhall guild the Skies, 
« Bootes fall, and fierce Orion rife. 


33> Mean while, my Dear, let this thy Care ingage, 
Watch the rude Winds, and intercept their Rage, 
* Leſt they deſtroy the radiant Torch that guides 


Io ſecret Joys, and o'er my Life preſides, 


4 s And 
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And ſince you r 
6 /> wal is the Slave your 18 inflame. 


4 
In hidden Nuptials thus th enamour ra Pair 
Conſpird to quench their F lames, and eaſe their Cr. 
Thi advent rous Youth reſolves to ſwim the Tide, 


The bluſhingMaid cg gens te extendthe flamingGuil 


Thus having form'd the Scheme of ſoft Delights, 
Connubial Joys deſign d, and fleepleſs Nights; 
They dar d not ſtay, but with reluctant Heart, 
Forced from each other's Arms they both depart: 
She to her Tow” r, but he walk'd round tiexplore 
The ſecret Avenues, and the crooked Shoar, 
Then fail'd 4bydus lofty Town; that lands 
On deep F e and the Streights commands, 


- 


The Lovers now with Expedtation fir d, 
Nocturnal Joys and amorous Fights deſir d; 
They blam d the tardy Hours, and loath'd the Light, 


And great] y long'd toprove the Bed-adorning Night. 
Now 


MISCELLANT. #17 FA 

Nou fable-veſted: Night, on duſky 1 101 
gof Sleep to all, except Leander, brings. 
He on the ſounding Shoar expecting ſtay'd 
To ſee the Signal of his Joys difplayd? 
Nor ſtay d he long; for ſoon, by Hero rear d, : 
The radiant Torch, Love's Harbinger, appear 3 
Soon as that new-born Comet ſtrikes his Eyes, 
His glowing Breaſt with Heat redoubled fries, 
Burns with the flaming Torch, and all its Flam 


ce Of 


" © 


outvies. | 
Cloſe by the Seas he ſtood, whilſt all adj | 
- The raging Waves, and beating Rocks reſound: 
Trembl'd at firſt, but ſoon new Courage took, 
And rais d his ſinking Soul, whilſt thus he ſpoke. 


« Grievous is Love, implacable the Seas; 
© Love none can fly, and Tempeſts none appeaſe. 
« In ſtormy Seas th impetuous Vaters roul, 
* But Love's inteſtine Flames conſume my Soul. 
7 Take Fire, my Heart, nor @read the watry Main; 


Aſſiſt my Flames, and Love ſhall crown thy Pain. 
| n For 
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For Love's 3 that ſprung from foam. 


ing Tides, . 
« O'er raging Seas, and amorous Paths r 


He fooke —And fines his lowly Tinto wich dd 
His Garment ſtrip'd, and bound it on his Head : 
Scorn'd the rough Winds, and with a furious Leap 
Sprung from the Shoar, and plung'd into the Deep: 
Then tow'rds the radiant Torch, and bleft Abode, 
Amidſt th' exalted Waves triumphant rode: 

With plyant Arms he forcd his Paſſage thro', 
Himſelf the Pilot and the Veſſel too. 


Mean while, * Hers on the lofty Tow, | 
Held the bright Torch, and ſkreen'd it from the Pow'r 
Of Winds, pernicigus Blaſts that loudly roar, 
Till brave Leander reach'd the Seſtian Shoar ; 
Then down ſhe haſtned, and with ſilent Joy. 

Embracing in her Arms the panting Boy; 
T ranſported, led him ta her inmoſt Room, 
His Hair ſtill dropping with the briny foam: 


* 
There 
- 


There bath'd with od rous Oyls, and Sweets perfum d, 
The Youth his Vigour and his Strength reſumd: 
Inflam'd with Love they mount the Genial Bed, 
With Perfian Silks adarn'd, and Tiſſue ſpread; 
Where, twining round the Youth, theſe tend 
things the ſaidd. 
« My Dear, thou'ſt ſuffer d much, thou'ſt ſuffer'd 
« more : 
Than ever Bridegroom for his Bride before: 
stench'd with ungrateful Smells enough thou ſttry d 
FT he briny Waves, and harſh-reſounding Tide. 
Come here, thy Toyls forget, and on my Breaſt 
Thy wearied Limbs repoſe, and take thy Reſt. 


Thus ſpoke the Maid. But he with mu rm'ring Sighs 
And ardent Kiſſes mix'd, her Zone unties. | 
Then both with equal Rage and Fury warm'd, 
Kind Cythered's Myſteries perform d. 


This was a Marriage, but without the Noiſe 


Of Hymns by Virgins ſung, and wanton Boys: 
Si Juda een FO 1 
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No Bard was there, in ſweet harmonious Lays 
To celebrate the Match, and Juno praiſe; 
No Torch's Blaze adorn'd the Bridal Bed, 
Nor Youth with active Leaps gay Dances led, 
With no ſoft Strains the Wedding Chamber rung, 
Nor Sire and ſmiling Dame th' Hymenean ſung, 
The ſilent Night all Nuptial Rites ſupply'd, 
Silence the Curtain drew,and Darkneſs deckt the Bride 


This Match was free from ceremonious Toys, 
The conſcious Night alone prepar'd their Joys: 
The Roſy- finger d Morn, with Purple ſpread, 

Ne er ſaw Leander in the Nuptial Bed: 

Fer Light's approach he ſwam t'Abydus Shoar, 
With Hymien'sJoys uncloy d, and wiſhing ſtill for more. 
Mean while the Fair continued undeſcry d, 

A Daily Virgin, and a Nightly Bride. 

The Lovers thus enjoy'd ſublime Delights, 
Clandeſtine Pleaſures crown'd the darkſome Nights. 
But here ſhort time they livd; for envious Fate 


Toend theirJoysconſpir'd,and looſe their nuptial State. 
= Now 
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Now frozen Winter came, when Storms ariſe 

0n raging Seas, and Tempeſts in the Skies; 
Impetuous Whirlwinds, and deſcending Rain, 
With ceaſeleſs Fury beat the lab ring Main: 
The circling Waves with adverſe Blaſts engagd, 
In dreadful Eddies turn d, and Whirlpools rag d. 
Againſt the Seas the Winds their Force unite, 
Th'unſtable Bottom raiſe, and moiſtned Sands excite. 


The Merchant frighted at the dire Uproar, | 
(His well-fraught Veſſel ſhipwreck'd near the Shoar)(- 


The wintry Tempeſts curs'd , and faithleſs — 5 
forſwore. | 

But thee, brave Youth, nor Winds, nor Waves diſ- 
may d, 

Or damp thy Courage firm, or Heat allayd. 

For now the Torch (whoſe once auſpicious Fires 

Thy Joys advanc'd, and bleſs d thy fierce Deſires) 

Perfidious, gave the uſual Sign on high, 

And _— too na urg d the raging Flood to try. 
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Th' unhappy Fair, now ſtormy Winter came, 
Should ſpare her Lover, and reſtrain her Flame: 


No more the ſhort-liv'd Nuptial Star employ, 


But grant ſome Pauſe and Reſpite to her Joy. 
But Love and Fate compell'd; for rear d above 
The Torch of Fare appear d, no more the Torch of Lu- 


i Twas Night, v hen fighting Winds with hideous roa 


Ruſh on the Billows, and inſult the Shoar: 


The audacious Youth amidf the ſounding Flood, 


Oer ſwelling Waves, and liquid Mountains rode; 
With threat' ning Blaſts aſſaild on every tide, 
He cleaves with equal Stroaks th* Indignant Tide. 


Now Waves rolld over Waves aſpiring riſe, 


Invade the Stars, and mingle with the Skies: 
Eurus and Zepbyrus at otice engage, 


The South aſſaults the North with wild outrage. 
unuſual Wars the Elements confound, 


Old Ocean trembles, and the Rocks reſound. 


Leander 
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Leander now, unable to ſuſtain 

The Tempeſt's Rage, and Tumult of the Main: 

Oft to Love's Goddeſs Sea-born Venus pray d, 

Oft he implor'd imperial Neptune's Aid; 

And ſtubborn Boreas Fury ftrove to tame, 

With the ſweet Sound of Orithya's Name: 

But none would hear; nor could his Pray'rs appeaſe 

The Storms, nor Love control the Fate's Decrees. 


The hopeleſs Lover thus diſtreſs'd, forlorn, 
Driv'n by the Winds, and on the Surges born, 
No longer cou'd reſiſt th* impetuous Tide; "I 
His nimble Legs their wonted Aid deny'd, 
Nor could his active Arms the Waves divide. 

The laviſh Seas their fatal Drink beſtow'd, 

Whilſt down his Throat the briny Liquor flow'd. 
At length a furious Blaſt, by Fate employ'd, -- 
The Torch, the Lover, and the Loves deſtroy d. 
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Th' impatient Fair, oppreſs d with anxious Cares, 
The Winds withSighs encreas'd, the Waves with Ten 
All the long Night upon the Tour ſhe ſtood. 
And watch d with ſleepleſs Eyes che reſtleſs Flood: 
The Morn in Clouds involv d (ſad Sign) appear d 
Her Spouſe ſhe could not ſee, and much ſhe feard. 


But when the foaming Waves again ſhe view'd. 
And o'er the ruffled Streams her Search renew d; 
A diſmal Object ſoon invades her Sight, 
And fills her Soul with Horrour and Affright: 


Leander's Body dead her Eyes explore, 
Torn by the Rocks, and caſt upon the Shoar; | 


Diſtracted at the Sight; the tears her Gon, 
And from the loſty Tow'r leaps headlong down. | 


: 
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Thus, with her faithful Lover, Hero dy'd . 
In Shades below the Toutli enjoy d his Bride: 
Nor Death could end their Loves, nor Fate thei 

Souls divide. 
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Egin, my 1 hs great Creator sPraiſe, 

Who crown d with Clory and immortf 
Rays 

Majeſtick fhines; unutterably bright, 7, 

With dazling Robes of uncreated Light. 

Who ſpacious Sheets of Ether ſpreads on high. 
And like a Curtain ſmootb d unſolds the Sky: 

Vapours condens d, and fleecy Miſts ſupport | 

The ample Floor of his aerial Court; 

Who born in Triumph oer the heav'nly Plains, 

Rides on the Clouds, and holds à Storm in Reins; 
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Flies on the Wings of the ſonorous Wind, 


While Light ning glare before, and Thunder roars 
behind. 
That no ihcumÞ'ring Fleſh may clog 0 Flight 
Of his Fleet:Meſſengers, or quell their Might; 
| Them pure, unbody'd Eſſences he frames, 
Swift of Diſpatch, more active than the Flames: 
| He fix d the ſteady Baſis of the Earth, 
And with a frightfud Word gave Nature Birth. 
© Then cirding Waters o'er the Globe he ſpread, 
And the dull Maſs with pregnant Moiſture fed: 
| Above the Rocks th' aſpiring Surges fwelld. 
And Floods the talleſt Mountain-tops conceal d; 
But when th” Almighty's Voice rebuk d the Tide, 
And in loud Thunder bid the Waves ſubſide; 
The ebbing. Deluge did its Troops recal, 
Drew off its Forces, and diſclos d the Ball. 
They at th Eternałs Signal march d away, 
To fil th! unfathom'd Chanel of the Sea; 
Where roaring they in endleſs Wars engage, 
And beat againſt ad Shores that bound their Rage: 
| Hence 
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lende ſtragling Waters unperceiv d get looſe, 
And genial Moiſture thro the Globe diffuſe; 4 
Purling thro? porous Earth, where Way there lies, 
They run, and on high Hills in Fountains riſe: os 
Or bubling out in Springs they gently ſlide 
"MM Don by the craggy Mountains ſloping fide 
Ando'er the verdant Turf along the Valleys glide: F 
Till tird with various Errors back they come 
To their appbinted univerſal Home,” 
Which God has deſtin'd f6r ths Muſt ring place, 
And gen'ral rendezvous of all the watry Race. 


oars 


For tho a Athy checks the Ocean's Pride; 
And in due Boùnds confines the raging Tide; z | 
That it may n&er again with Licenſe roll 
Oer all the Univerſe, and drown the Ball: 

Yer nought reſtrains its kinder Influence, | 
Nor ſtops the Bleſlings which | its Streams diſpenſs. | 


By ſubterraneous Sluices he conveys | 


The Rivers out, „Which in an endleſs Maze 
5 () 2 This" 


Thro oazy Chanels draw a winding Train, 


Whither the Savage Beaſts which roam abroad, 


Repair, when ſcorch'd with Summer's ; ſcalding Beams, 
To ſlake their Thirſt, and drink the cooling Streams, 


Pearch'd on their Boughs the Birds their Voices raiſe, 
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And roll back large Additions to the Main, 
Or branching into Brooks, and murm'ring Rills 
Creep thro the Vales, and ſhine between the Hills 


Owning no Maſter, and no fix'd Abode; . 
And thoſe which under galling Harneſs bow, 
Inur d to Pains, and Patient of the Plough; 


- "A em a. "—_. Fe... Low — — 


Near which the Poplar and green Willows grow, 
Adorn the Banks, and ſhade the Brooks below: 


And in ſoft Muſick ſing their Maker's Ptaiſe, 
Who from his airy Chamber Rain diſtills, 
And with new Verdure cloaths th* unſightly Hills; 
The thirſty Glebe refreſh'd with ſoft'ning Drops, 
Rewards the painful Hind with plenteous Crops. 


, The 


The teeming Earth luxuriant Herbage breeds, 

And Flocks and Herds with graſſy Fodder feeds: 
4t his Command the Spring for humane Uſe, 
The Birth of Herbs, and healing Plants renews; 
Then rip'ning Fruits, and waving Ears of Corn, 


Succeeding Autumn from the cluſtring Vine: 
Gives luſciousJuice, and glads the World with Wine; 
Which with its briſk reviving Flavour cheers 

The drooping Spirit, and diſpells its Cares. 

Then the fat Olive in a richer Soil 

Yields the Year's Product, and reſigns its Oyl; 
Which adds a Luſtre, and a ſmoother Grace 

To wrinkled Skin, and fleeks the ſhining Face. 


Refreſh'd with which, the Cedar rears his Head, 
And lofty Firs their thriving Branches ſpread : 
Which, moyſten'd with invigorating Juice, 

A fragrant Scent thro Lebanon diffuſe. 


With circulating Sap the Trees are fed, 


I Summer's Heat the fertil Fields adorn: - - _ 


; 
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Theſe to the Birds convenient Manſions yield, 
Whichi in thi intangling Boughs their tow” ring Houſe 
The 8 Stork wn! plany her Neſt on high, 

| Diſdains the lower Air, and ſeeks. the Sky. . | 

The ſhaggy Goats a hilly Refuge love, 

Clamber the Cliffs, and o er bleak Mountains rove, 
Oer ſtony Rocks the {portive Conies play, 

5 And on the ragged | F. lints their tender a lay, 


Appointed by his a Care 

The changing Moon divides the circling; Lear; 81 
' Diſtidgdiſhes the Seaſons, rules the Night, 
And fils her duſky Orb with borrow'd Light. 

| The Son with Glory, fearleſs of Decay, 


| | ] = ; Rolls regular, and gives alternate Day: 


By turns he entring guilds the roſie Eaſt, 

By turns with ſetting Rays be paints the Weſt; 
Then gloomy Night involves the Hemiſ phere, 
And ſpreads dark —_— 0 er the dewy Air. 
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Then the wild Tenants of the deſart WWods 
Begin to move, and quit their warm Abodes: - 
for Prey the yawning Bears forſake their Holds,  / 
And prouling Wolves explore th unguarded Folds: 
With raging Hunger pinch d, the Lyons rear, 
Expand their Jaws, and range the Foreſt der; 
Dreadfully ſuppliatit, for their Meat they pay 
To Heav'n, and Savage Adoration pay. 
But ſoon as ſtreaks of Light the Eaſt adrnn 
And flying Miſts confeſs the dawning Morn, 
Bick to their Dens the raw nous Hunters ſpecd, 
With their raw Booty, and at leiſure feed. 
But when the Lyon to his reſt repairs, 
Laborious Mortals wake, and riſe from theirs 
To Care and Bus neſs they themſelves addreſs, 
Begin with Morning, and with Ey ning caſe: 


How various, Lord, are all thy Works, which raiſe 
Our Admiration, and tranſcend our Praiſe! 
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Wiſely the World's great Fabrick was deſign” 
And boundleſs Wiſdom ev ry Atom joyn'd. 
With thy rich Bounty filbd, the Earth appears, 
Which Food and Phyſick on its Surface bears; 
And in its Bowels hides a wealthier Store, 
Bright Veins of Gold, and — of Silver Ore. 


profuſe of 'Bleſings with a laviſh Hand, 
Thou ponr'ſt thy Gifts on Sea, as well as Land, 
The vaſt unmeaſur'd Kingdoms of the Main, 
Copious Materials for thy Praiſe contain: 
There ſcaly Monſters, of enormous ſize, 
F lounce in the Waves, and daſh with F oam the a 
While Shoals innumerable, and the Fry 


Of ſmaller Fiſh glide unregarded by: 
Others, enchas d in ſhelly Armour, creep 


. | : Upon the Rocks, or ſeek the ſlimy Deep. 


* Here big with War, or Traffick, Veſſels ride, 
Nriv'n by the Wind, and bound along the Tide; 
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There huge Leviathan of cumb'ro0us-Fornf,- 
Embroils the Sea in Sport, and breaths a Som: + 3 
He ſucks the briny Ocean at his Gills, 

And his vaſt Maw-with finny Nations Jon 107 
Then laves the Clouds with Salt-aſcending Rain, 


And with his ſpouting Trunk refunds the Main. 


Theſe, all dependent on his Bounty, live, 
And from his Providence their Meat receive. 
His open d Hand profuſely ſcatters Food, 
Which pleas'd they gather, and are filbd with Good. 
But when his Hand is ſhut, the Creatures mourn, 
Till his withdrawn Beneficence return. r; oF" 
When his Command puts out their vital Flame, 
They moulder to the Nuſt from whence they came. 
Then to repair the Loſs ſuſtain'd by Death, 
He gives new Life, with his inſpiring Breath 
To Forms, which from the vaſt material Maſs 
Are ſtill wrought off, and ſo renews the Race. 


* Thus 
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Thus a ſucceſſive Offspring he ſupplies, 
And tir undecaying Species never dies. 
A p 9 9.9 

No Bounds th Almighty's Glory can reflryln, 
Nor Time's Dimenſions terminate his Reign. 
From his bright Regions of cœleſtial Day, 
He with Complaiſance ſhall his Works ſurvey, 
At his Reproof convullive Nature ſhakes, 
And ſhuddring Earth from its Foundation quakes: 
His awful Touch the quiv'ring Mountains rends, 
And curling Smoak in ſpicy Clouds aſcends, 
For me, while unextinguiſh'd Life maintains 
Heat in my Blood, and Pulfes in my Veins, 
His wond'rous Works ſhall be my copious Theme, 
And ev'ry String ſhall learn th? Eternal Name: 
While ſecret Sinners by Degrees decay, | 
And ſwift Deſtruction fweeps the Proud away; 
His Praiſe ſhall my tranſported Soul inſpire, 
And hallow'd Raptures andiie the Lyre: 


| 
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4 Hymn to Ti 95 to Mo el by 
A,. Davis. — a 
WEAR, Hynen, hear our Prayer, 
And blefs chis happy Pair; | 
Great God, to thy propitious Pow'r, 

Our every Bliſs we owe; 

With Joy we waſte each lonely Hour, 
And live like thee below. 

Vouchſafe a while to want thy native Skies, 
Thy grateful Influence to ſhed " 
On Heurietts's nurtial Bed, 

And light thy Torch at Henriettd's Eyes, - 
I ſee the blooming Bride advance, "yk 

To bleſs her Lord's Embrace; 
Ten thouſand Beauties round her dance, 
| And revel in her Face. | 

Bright Omens about her all happily crowd, 
See! Cupid deſcends in a Cloud 


With his Bow, and his Quiver, and ſneezes aloud, 
| In 
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In tuneful Order march the Spheres along, 
And Heavn it ſelf ſtands reveal'd in a Song. 
Then,. Hymen, bleſs this beauteous Pair, 

And make em happy, as they're fair: - 
Let no curſt Care about 'em rove, 1 6 
But all be Ecſtafie and Love: 

Domeſtick Strife be far away, 

Let both command, and both obey. 
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On the Death of John Selden, Eſq; 
HUS ſets th' Ohmpian Regent of the Day, 
After a glorious Race, and full 2 
Of Nature's inmoſt Secrets, to return | 
With brighter Luſtre from his watry Urn, 

Thus leans the lofty Cedar to the Rage 

Of wintry Tempeſts, and exceſſive Age J 

Which, while it reign'd, and firmly rooted ſtood, 
Was th' only Pride and Glory of the Wood: 
But yields it ſelf to be'tranſplanted thence, | 
Into the nobler Palace of his Prin 
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Thus droops the World after a ſmiling May, 
(For ev'ry Beauty ſinks into Decay;) 

When hoary Winter marches in the Rear, 

To foil it brighter for th' enſuing Year. 

Thus Selden upwards ſteer d his ſudden Flight, 
To reign triumphant 1n a Sphere of Light: 
And looks with Scorn, invidious World, on' thee, 
As a deſpis'd, ungrateful Enemy. 

For mention now no more thy Acts of old, 

Of which ſuch mighty Miracles are told; 

In him are loſt thy Titles and thy Name, 
Who kept the ancient Regiſtry of Fame. 
When Age had all things in Oblivion hurl'd, 
He ſtood the great Recorder of the World; 
Collected in himſelf, and dard to pry 

Into the Ruins of Antiquity. 


All others into crumbling Aſhes fall, 
Aſhes, the common Element of all, 
But, Selden, like a Vatican on high, 
Diſſolv'd into a deathleſs Library. 


He 
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He that would praiſe him well in all his Parts, 
Muſt ranſack all his Languages and Arts; 


Drain Nature into Scruples, and deſcry 


How far he went in her Anatomy, 


Travel from Orb to Orb, ffbüt Star to Sur, 


And cult th Elixir of each glittring Sphere: | 
To raiſe a Comet, great as Selden's Name, 
As a devoted Taper to * Fame. 


When a rich Man, af « cominon Honour, dies 
One or two Neighbours mourn his Obſequies: f 
But if the great Supporters of the State 
Break, and fall down, all ſympathize their Fate: 
Like Clocks, without our ballaſt Weights, we ſtand, 
And Floods of Woe burſt out and drown the Land: 
Likeneſs of Grief in ev'ry Face appears, 

And ev'ry Eye beſtows a Hecatomb of Tears. 
Such was the publick univerſal Wound, 

Which ev'ry Claſs of Arts and Learning found, 
That all lie cruſh'd beneath the fatal Fall, 


Not Selden's, but the Kingdom's Funeral. b 4 
i or 
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For when the Soul departs which gives the Breath, 
The Remnant's but a loath'd Machine of Death. - \. 
When Pompey thus was found on Ag ypt's Sand, 
done ſtrait pronounced her Glories at a ſtand: 
So when the Wind a ſpacious Oak removes, 
[Tis net a neighb ring Trees Loſs, but the Grove's/ | 
When Air and Water once are uſcleſs grown, 
One by long Drought, one by Infection, 

Not private Men alone bewail the Croſs, 

But tis each City's, and each Kingdom's Loſs. 
0 that Pychag'ras could his Plea maintain! 
That Souls might live in Bodies o'er again! 
Then would the World leſs Senſe of Sorrow have; 
And Selden too would triumph o'er the Grave. 
This we can't hope, for tis alone his Praiſe, 
And Solomon 's; none fuch in all their Days. 
Thus great Maimonides ſecur'd his Fame, 

And none fince Moſes like to Moſes came: 
Thus the young Scaliger had glitter d more, 
Had not his Father Julius ſhone before. 
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Such Wiſdom flows from Selden's learned Pen, 
As gives us Reaſon, and then makes us Men. 
All Nations in their ſev'ral Idioms bring 

The Commonwealth of Knowledge to their King, 
But that's not all, for various Speech affords: 
Nought without Condu& but a Maſs of Words: 
Which, like a Bunch of Keys, but ſerve to let 
Into the Riches of the Cabinet. 

For Magazines of Voices but agree 

To buoy up Fools, and pamper Pedantry. 

But Selden learn d each Language to diſpenſe 
Largenefs of Thoughts, and Energy of Senſe. 


1 name not now his many Rarities, 
His Hebrew Prieſt, and his Britanick Seas; 
Arundel's Marbles, and the Fewiſb Wife, 
The triple Sanbedrim, and Edmer's Life; 
Leſt I expoſe em to the envious Teſt | 
Of thoſe who judge but by their Intereſt ; 
5 Such, who beneath a Wit-bound Malice groan, 


And tab, with Cenſure, all things but their own. 
3 W - Such 


A © 


Such, who their ſhackled ſuburb Judgments bind, 
To ſearch no farther than theyourward Rind; 
When 'twas his Cuſtom to purfue the Chace 

To the laſt point, and ranſack ev'ry Place: 

As Hercules ſtill thought his Work unſped; 

Long as the Hydra had the Tail or Head: 
His Mare Clatiſum ſhall a Praiſe maintain, 

Till Merchants ceaſe to plow the Waves for Cain: 
Each rowling Ship ſhall thro the Compaſs reel, 
And drag its glad Diſcov'ries at her Keel. 
But let the Seamen now who dar d the Deep, 
Content with the Reſerves of Reaſon ſleep; 
Since the great Pole-ſtar of the Northern Sky 

Has ſuffer'd Shipwrack on Mortality. 

Of Selen it is ſaid, and none beſide, 

That he was ſtamp d Authentick cer he dy'd i 

For tis the Voice of Truth; whilſt he ſtood by 
Himſelf was quoted for Authority. 

The ſturdieſt Doubts which could in Bus neſs riſe, 


Were clear and naked to his pietcing Eyes: | 
| R All 
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All foreign Luws he made ſo much tis wi, 
They. were riot better tu the Natives knowh. 
The Sumcould ſcarcely be allow d to ſee © - 


More Kingdoms vr more Secreſies than he: 

Joint Tenants of the World, for both have run 

An annual Girtl SE and te Sun. 

Nature has'<l6ath'd hir In ſb fair a Dreſs, 

To praiſe Him more ud be to make Hic lefs, 

Thus Blots in all bur Actions are confeſod / 
Which taint the 266d; arid — gon! 
Our Pratſesmoſt improv d are at à Stay; - 

Like the*faint Twilight to: the perfett . 

Great Scar, then by thy native Luſtie fine. 

Since all our Light i is {but a Beam from Ae r 
As Phatbuz rays blaze brighter in their Sphere, 

Than when projetted thro the auf Air: 

So FOES are Glaſſes wh kh! ff Shades prefeht © * 

With greater Force than to the next is lent: 

Thus pictures from thei proper Din 


Still farther off from their Original ©" 322 
9 5 4 4 SONC. 
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n the Cauſes of Riches and Cares, + 
That eat up our Spirits, * 
No Pleaſure can be 1 Ln ah 


| In State or Degree, FT; 

But tis mingled with Troubles and Fears: 

Then periſh all Fops by Sobriety dull d, 

. he that is wy NY the World, 


? 4.0 
Th Quik and the Ze of ae | 
Tho' ' ſapported by Power at laft avaſt fubmit? * 


For he that is add. 
Grows wretched or madd. 
Whilſt Mirth like a Monarch does ſit; 
It chieriſhes Life in the old and the young, 


And makes every Day to be happy and long. 


R 2 The 
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The Gharadter of a Friend. 
Ey J. D. Eſq; 
Rant me, propitious Pow rs, tliis one Requeſt, 
AF: And chen at an uncommon Rate Fm bleſsd; 
One faithful Friend, a ſecond ſelf, Id have; 
In Converſe pleaſant, in adviling grave; 
Conſtant without. n ; without boaſt! 


brave: 


Well bred, ohh the fling Forms of — N 


Learn d, but no Pedant; gen rous; truly great; 
With a large Share of unaffected Witz, 

Dumb to my Secrets, deaf to all ill Fame, 
with which thinjurious World would blaſt my 
Name : 15 
Free from baſe Ends, * tis 6 * Deſign 

In Friendſhip's firſt Advances makes it ſhine: 
But chielly may he own by juſt Pretence. |, 
Well-ripen'd Virtue, and well-poliſh'd Senſe ; 


His 
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His Friendſhip and Religion both ſincere; 

Serene and calm, yet piouſly ſevere ; 
One be our Souls, and blazing with one Flame, | 
Hopes, Fears, Deſires, Averſions, all the ſame. of 
Thus ſhall our happy Hours the reſt outweigh, 

Love ſo well rooted never can decay, 3 

Shall dread no Autumn, and no winter fear, 

But thrive, be green, and proſper all the Lear. 


— 
. 4 * 
—_— * 
— * bas. T * 9 — TTY 9 * * 
- 


Precepts of Friend and Cover [a= 
tion, from Hor. lib. 1. Epiſt. 18, 


— 


— 


Si bene te novi, metues, liberrim? Lolli, 


Scurrantis ſpeciem prebere profeſſus 4 
cum, Mc. 


W Lollius do's a gen rous Friendſhi 55 
down, : 


If well Experience has his Temper ſhown, 


He dares not play the bant'ring pert Buffoon : 
R 3 Na 


P 4 
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No Matron's chaſt Careſſes differ more 
From fulſom Lewdneſs of a Suburb Whore; 
Than the falſe Kindneſs Men of Plot pretend, 
From the true genuine Freedoms of a Friend. 

In ſome a diff rent worſe Extream we ſee, 

A ruſtick, rude, ill- natur d Gravity, 

That ſtalks along commended to your Senſe, 
With Teeth all furr'd thro naſty Negligence, | 

And Beard, as from another World he came 
Affecting Dulneſs, Virtue bears the Blame. 

By Moderation Line calm Virtue flies, | 

Strait Is her Courſe, and all her 8 nice, 
Above, below, we riſe, or fink to Vice, | 

Here, at the bottom of the Table plac'd, 

A fawning grinning Paraſitic Gueſt, 23 

Sits to ſtart Jeſts, himſelf the greateſt Jeſt, 

80 cloſe obſeryes he, and with ſo much Care, 7 R 
His wealthy Patron's Action and his Air 

His Thoughts and Words, imperfe& as they fall, 
The Krave fo catches, fo repears them all; 


8 


As School-boys their negleded Leſſons ay, 
When Clauſe by Clauſe gruff Buſby leads the Way z 
Or raw young Actors practice ger their part, 
When Powell ſhews to laugh and cry WIHA l. 
There a ſour Hero, his direct Reverſq̃̃ 
Contends for Friſles, paftive and iſſerte z; 
His Senſe impoſes with Dogmatick Pride, 
Commands Aſſent, and ill, not be deny d. 
And what's the Queſtion? How the Fencers play d 
Which better fought ? or underſiands his Trade 2, 
Of Roads ?, or whO by Dice and Whores undane Þ 
Or whoſe fine Cloaths have. his Eſtate out-run 7 
Who from pure Prudence, hides the ſhining Oar 2 
Who from a Miſer's greedy Thirſt of more? 
Be never with that curious Itch poſſeſt. 
Of racking Secrets from a thoughtful Breaſt 3. 
But when imparting Friendſnjp makes them. thine, 
Revere and guard them as a ſacred Shrine, 5 
By Frowns not frighted, nor hetray d by Wine, 77 
R 4 Delights, 
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Delights, co which your private Faney bends, 
Eſteem with due Submiſſion to your Friends; 
Nor when they call to hunt the Sport refue, 
For dull Retirement and a Cynic Muſe:y 
This Zethus and-Ampbion's Friendſhip ſhook, 
Till the ſoft Student roſe and clos d his Book, 
Aſſum d tlie Nets, and laid his Harp aſide, 

And with his Brother's ruſtick Soul comply'd. 
Be eafie, free, and chearful in your Mien, 

A modeſt Silence will be counted Spleen; 
Yet cautious what you ſpeak, and uſe your Care, 
Well t6'diſtinguiſh a retentive Ear: j 

Avoid ti Inquiſitive, be this your Rule, 

A pryiris Coxcomb makes a tatling Fool. 
Commend not till the Man is throughly known, 
A Rafcal-praisd you make his Faults your own. 
Canſcious of Guilt, attempt not to defend, 
Reęſerve that Favour for an injur d Friend, 
Whom Malice ar Miſtake unjuſtly blame; 

You are the proper Guardian of his Fame : 


And 
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And this good Office may a grateful Mind 

In times to come. reward you for in kind, N d 

Since Scandal and ll nature take their Rounds, 

And Falſhood triumphs in uncertain Bounds. 

Friendſhips with Men of Weakh and "oF and 
Fo -r... d 

Can none but n Minds allure; 

Thoſe wha the Favours of the great have try'd, * 

Dread their inconſtant Smiles, and hate their Pride. 

Beware, my Lolkus, leſt the flatt'ring Gale 

That ſooths your Paſſage now ſhould quit your Sail ; 

Leſt adverſe Winds\ſhould riſe, diſturb 2 

And drive the Veſſel ts her Port again. 
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wa vitæ, | 

Lefs'd is the Mani eie Care 

Has left him no ill Accidents to fear; 

Free from the Duſt ignoble Vices raiſe, 

Hs Confcience ſhineh ſerenely bright, 
And by its Innocence's Light - © 
Reflects the Image of well-order'd Days. 

; Arm'd with what he cannot loſe, - 
Deſpiſes his ill-natur'd' Fos, 

Bears boldly up againſt his adverſe Fate, 

And, ſpite of all the World, 1s truly great, 


R Vos 24 


Written 


| 


Admit the ſuppliant Author by kis Friend; 
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Ty 1 4 129 ' SLIM mir ho. T1 37 126 584 
Written in St. bn Bf 77 
P "reſented fo 4 Lady. 


Hro various Climes of Cenſure and Ark 
Fr In this wide World of Criticks and their 1 
(The common Fate by Authors undergone) 

The great, the wiſe St. Euremont has run, 

But now ſecure, he can Reſpect command, 
Were er the Muſes ſtretch their Silver Wand 3. 
Where Senſe is valu d, and where Learning mine | 
And ſparkling Wit can charm in poliſhd Lines g- 
Where er true Eloquence and Taſt prevail, 
And Authors have their Praiſe for thinking well, 
Vain would he be, and uninſtructed yet, 
In the juſt Worth of what himſelf had writ, 
Should he diſdain for your Applauſe to ſug, 
Or ſcruple to ſubmit his Works to yau, 

Fair Critick, in his Name I hutably bend, 


And 


2 Oxrond and CampiDos 
Aud as you find him merit your Eſteem, 
Excuſe his Agent, and encourage him. 


IS 


— ?c ü * * 


To _ that would have him handy 
the Age for the 9 Ml 4 
Poet, 


A I in ſome kind rural Seat, ; 
M Unknown and undiſtinguiſh d lie, 
The dull Fa atigue of being great 

Def piſe for peacefu] Honeſty. 

Apoll#s Crown, the verdant Bays, 

Let each contending Scribler claim, 

Who, thro' a ſervile Thirſt of Praiſe, 
Submits to all the Slayery of Fame. 

2. 


J hate Applauſe ſo meanly ſought, 
And ſmile at the perplexing Cares, 
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And al the Crowds of penfive Thought, 
That go to pay off Pride's Atrears :: 
If Cleon's Pen can ought impart, 
Io make his Hours leſs tedious 5 12 
Or a few ſpeeial F. riends divert, | 
| He heeds not all the babling World belide. IT 
Cheap is * Pans to buy ces 1 p - 
If Men would their Advantage take, _ 3 Us 
All that's beyond ding innocent, | 128 5 wy 
Will much too dear a Purchaſe make. . 4 ö 
May I with two or three * bound 
In Friendfhip's Adamantine Chain; 5 


May their Delight my Glories bound ---.: 
Their friendly Approbation all my Gain. 


d If! 8 , p 
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B. Y Sylvia, Love d demands his Due, 
And will no longer be delay; 


IAY } 118 DA + 


That you be jull, Are 
Went _ 1 in * ve _ 


Youguatd te againſt m me eu, 
And that ſo long you let t Efendi burn, 


Without the lutte of one kind , ach 


LOL 38 33. 4 


Slo. Lyſandler, P cn en 
Long fincedidos'd the hidden Fire; 
For Love admis of no Diſguiſe; s, 
I ſaw them ſparkle with Defire : 
Diſtraction in your Looks I ſaw, 
Aud 3 from thence Concluſions draw, 
But when - Jn Tongue proceeds to tell me ſo, 


I vow you make me bluſh, indeed you do. 
| 3. Lf 


2 Wals Blutes ir in bega 0 


Like Hame diffusd thro ev ry part, oN 
The glowing red that ſparkles there \ 04 
| Suits ill with ſuch an icy Heart. 

It ſtrikes me with a wild Amaze, 
When on thoſe charming Signs I gaze, 4 


Which falſly an inteſtine. Flame declare; aun f: 
And with vain Hopes trepan me to — 


4. io et re $97 2007 


Slo. Ah! Hold eee AT 
Can you my ſecret Thoughts diſcover ? 


Some Cheats a modeſt Maid may uſe, 


To try the Paſſion of her Lover. 


But ſince you ſo my Looks improve, ff 111 
To plead the Int reſt of your Love, - 


Know then your Sylvia loyes;ng lets rhan gow, 10 
And Sylvia will be kind if you'll be true. 


eb 1 Bog IE no gui 
iir 1 448 4 4 4 83 28 


2 90 4 a ® 2? He yo ' A 
8 811 vitol 5d: 119 242919 Lis 4 
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Horace, Lb. 2. Ode un 


Reffin wives, Licini, —— altum 
Semper. urgendo, Oc. 
22H Di po i diu HH 
Linius, would you learn from tine 
Wh The Arts of living ſafe and free, 
i 8 4 Truſt not too far the faithleſs Sea. 
2 Nor treach'rous Winds explore; FI 
Nor yet ſolicitous t avoid 
Th'impetuous Ocean's threatning Pride, 
Your Bark as much too cloſely guide 
Along the rocky Shore. 
0.4 cho gen ad 
Him, who the golden Mean dos praiſe, 
A ſordid Cottage do's not pleaſe, © 
Nor alot adi Paj: » 32 nw Þ ron 
Tl invidious Scenes of Stat. 
Lightning on Hills, and raging Winds 
Fall fierceſt on the lofty Pines; 


— A 
* p _- 
* * — + * 
* % - a 
; 2 : * 


—— 
* r Y — 
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And when a mighty Tow'r declines, 
More dreadful is its Fate. 
3. 
The true Philoſophers, who dare 
Thro' both Preſumption and Deſpair, 
In cloudy Fortune hope, in fair 
Expect a changing Sky ; 
The ſame Almighty Sov'reign Pow'rs, * 


That ſtorm to Day in frightful Show'rs, - - 


To morrow are more kindly ours, 

And lay their Thunder by. 

1 4. 

fair Weather Time and Patience brings, 
Sometimes the great Apollo ſings, 
And ſtrikes his golden ſounding Strings, 

Nor always plys his Bow. 
Be brave when boiſtrous Fate prevails ; 
And in her kindeſt proſp'rous Gales, 


By furling your too bloated Sails, 
: The prudent Pilot ſhow. 
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Upon 


1 — nn nn 


And ey ry Step, you'd think, he is undone : 
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Upon Marriage, by Dr. K. 
—_— thou Bliſs of Love, 1 Prop of 


That firſt dethron ſt a Miſs to raiſe a Wie: 
Love's pleaſing Julep, thou allay ſt the Rage, 
Which nothing ſafely can, but thou and Age; 
Who other Methods try, receive a Curſe, 
They one Diſeaſe remove, but cauſe a worſe, 
A rotten Carcaſs, and an empty Purſe. 

Love's too mercurial and would fly away : 
Wives like the grand Elixir make it ftay : 


They teach the fickle Parts to keep their Hold, 
And turn the looſer Maſs to fold Gold. 


Of all the headlong things on Earth or Sea, 
Man, Man alone's the greateſt Run-away : 
He's ftill in full Career, ſtill puſhes on, 


Nay 
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Nay were ho not drawn batk by: force.of Wie, 
Down he muſt fall the Precipice of Liſmſeea. 


Let no Van that a tireſorne/Luggage call. 
Without whoſe Weight our Veſſels would not ſail; 
We all are toſs d on Lite's tempeſtuous Sca, 
Wives are our decent Ballaſt and our Stay, 6 
And Man without em muſt be caſt away. 

Tis true, they will our roving Hours confine, 

But ſuch a Jayl's a ſweet and charming Mine: 

Our Bounds are Eden, and true Gold's our Chain, 
And who can juſtly of Reſtraint complain, ; 

Where Linksare Ornaments, and Slaves may reign? 
Whene'er you. grieve, the Wife partakes your Care, 
And Grief grows lefs, when others feel a Share. 
hut if you're pleas'd, ſhe ſhines with Pleafure gay, 

And ſwells your Bliſs, and multiplies your Joy: 

Joy grows like Fire by plenteous Fuel bright, 

The more it kindles on, the more's the Light : 


— 


 Thrs 
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Thus Hymen makes the Nuptial Flames encreaſe, 
And catching Sparks augment the cheerful Blaze, 


But whatſoe er a Miſtreſs may pretend. 
She's ſure to make a Jilt, but ne er a Friend: 
Wives are the Friends in whom we place our Truſt, 


Rul'd by th'unfailing Laws of patent Luſt. * 
A Miſs is perfect Trick, a meer Grimace, 

And ev'ry Paſſion's painted as her Face: 

Feign d are her Joys, her Looks, her dying Eyes, 
And Counterfeit her very Extaſies. 

Her Words and Movements are but empty ſhows, 
And damn'd Olivia lurks in all ſhe does, 

Fair as the Moon your glittring Miſs may ſeem, 
But falſe like her, and flatt ring as her Frame: 
Your naked Sight ſees here and there a Spot, 

But Eyes aſſiſted view her all one Blot. 

But Marriage has its Parts ſo juſt and clear, 1 
Ev'n Microſcopes will ſhow the Picture fair: 
Whores 
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Whores ſhould like Scenes tb pleaſe at diſtance ſtand, 
Wives may like curious Paint be view'd at hand. 
Suppoſe a jealous Qualm difturbs your Bed, 
The mutual Flame by Jealouſie is fed. 8 
And Love without it wou d be ft arK-ſtone- dead. 
Leſt then a Lethargy tire ſpous d ſhould ſeize, 
Wiſe Jealeuſie elaps on tlrawak ning flies, 5 
And ſo the Bliſters and the Lovers riſgmweG. 
Should Love be ſtuff d with conſtant Sweets of Joy 5 
Iwould be too luſcious, arid be ſure to cloy, 8 5 
But poinant Jealouſie puts in th Alloy; 
Tempers the Mixture, throws the Hogo on, 
Strikes the pall'd Taſte; and makes the Meal go down. 


9 ' * 7 : : 4 
. : " 5 a "_ «a t# a 3 


hene er they'reclam'rous, tis tocauſe your Peace, 
And who'd. refuſe the Pain t enjoy the Eaſe ? 

Thus Halcyons the tempeſtuous Waves endure; 5 
Aud. Jove the Storms which future Calins enſure; 


Nor ſhould kind noiſy Wives your Ears diſpleaſe, : 


8 3 When 
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ö When with their chirping | Brood they ſhall be bleſt, 


„ 


And nurſing Waves to rock their — Neſt. 


The elk lame Track, you \ ſay, we Men 1 | 
But charming Ways ſtill make the Journey new: 
The Rover, who each leering Face admixes, 
Will find himfelt led on by walking Fires: 

A hamp'ring. Brake or Ibdathſom Bog's his Fate, 
And he Il the glaring Pinket curſe too late: 

One glorious. Track the beauteous Sun do's tread, 
His Courſe is ſtill the ſame, the ſame his Bed. 
A dirty Way's too dang rous to be good., | 
Is Eaſe ind Safety which:commetid/a' Road. 
Who would not ſtill on beauteous Tempe ſtand ? 
Tempe you'd trace, and wiſh no other Länd. 
On Tenpe ftill you'd gaze, on Tempe move, 
And never ſurſeit, where'you'd ever love: © © 

Let each Man take juſt what he underſtan erſtands, 

And leave the reſt upon the Poets Hands. 
| : The 


— — 
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The Power of Money. | 


W* Action ſo brave, or what Wonder ſo 
great, 


But almighty Money has Power tb complet? 
By Money Kings reign, and ſtrong Caftles are wor, 
For Money the Father will wat with the Son : 
Awitherd old Damſel be calfd young and fait, 
And an ugly warp'd Changling a witty briſk Heir i 
For Money the Lady's fine Liner is tetit, 

Or elſe taken up with her Parents Gonſent- 

The Siſters for this with united Accord 
Their Brethren will hug in the Fear of the Lord; 

Our Faith it direds the tight way of believing, 

And makes younger Brothers oft dangit fot Thieving 
It rules all Affairs whether facred of avil, | 
Relieves many Souls, but ſands more to the Devil. - 


'$, ©1780 
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A SONG, by Coll. Hexxninonan, 


- «® » 


1435 
3 Heroes were ſo dull, 
They felt not Beauty's Po-wr; 
Thrice happy we, whoſe Joys are full, 
Whilſt Love grows ev'ry Hour. 8 
Tis pity in a noble Mind 
Nature ſhou d bear no part, | 
How can' the brave be truly kind. 
And Love not touch the Heart?! 
Tho Mars his Empire rule by Day, 
And boaſt his mighty Spoils, 1/07 12 
Yet Love at Night ſhall ſtill repay 
The Hazard of his Toils 
Whilſt Courage do's with Vigour move, 
Our Conqueſt to compleat, 


» 
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The Fair an eafie Victim pro, 
The Brave by Force ſubmit. - 


£5 


* 
— 


4 EPILOG UE ſpoken before 
tbe fn 1632. c 


Mee by Mr. Orway.. 


THEN | too much Plenty; Luxury and Eaſe 
Had furfeited our Iſle to a Diſeaſe | 


When noiſom Blains did its beſt Parts * 
And on the reſt the Dire Infection ſhed; * 
Our great Phyſician, who the Nature knew- r 


Of the Diſtemper, and from whence it grew, 
Fixd for three Kingdom's Quiet, Sir, on you. 
He caſt his ſearching Eyes oer all the Frame, 
And finding whence before one Sickneſs came; 
How once already Miſchiefs foſter'd were. 


Knew well your Virtue, and apply'd you there: 
| Where, 
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Where, ſo your Goodneſs and yourJuſtice ſway'd, 
You but appear'd, and the wild Plague was ſtayd. 
When from the filthy Dunghil Faction bred, 
New-form'd Rebellion rais'd her daring Head, 
Anſwer me all, who ſtruck the Monſter dead? 
Ste, ſee the injur d Prince, and bleſs his Name, 
Think on the Martyr from whofe Loyhs he came: 
Think on the Blood he ſhed for you before, 
And curſe the Particides who thitft for more. 
His Foes are yours; then of their Wiles beware; 
Lay, lay him in your Hearts, and guard him there, 
There let his Wrongs your loyal Zeal improve, 
He wears a Sword to juſtifie your Love: 
His Blood he's ready for your good to und, 
And has a Heart that ne er forgot his Friend, 
His duteous Loyalty before you lay, La 
And learn of him, unmurm'ring to obey : 
Think what he bears your Quiet to reſtore, 
Repent your Madneſs, and rebel no more. 


Ng 


10 
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No more let Bout feus hope to lead Petitions, 
geriv ners be Treaſurers, Pedlars Politicians z/- 
Nor ev'ry Fool, whoſe Wife has tripd at Court, 
Pluck up a Spirit, and turn Rebel fort. 
h Lands where Cuckolds multiply like ours 
What Prince can be too jealous of his Pow'rs > 
(an he too often think himſelf alarm's, {7 
When Malecontents do ev'ry where go amd? 
ud when the Horned Beaſts together get, 
Vothing portends a Common- wealch like that. 
aſt then your Idols off, your Gods of Wood, 
ker the Philiflines fatten with your Blood: MOV 
Renounce your Prieſts of Baal, with Amen Faces, 
Your Wapping Feafts, and you Milend n Places: 
Nail all your Medals on the Callows Poſt, > | 
In Recompence that the Original is loſt. 
And here illuſtrious Repentance pay, 
In his kind Hands your humble Off rings lay : 
Let Royal Pardon be by him implor'd, 
Th'attoning Brother of your injur'd Lord. 


He 
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He only brings a Med'cine to aſſuage, 

A People's Folly, and a Monarch's Rage. 

An Infant Prince now lab' ring in the Womb, 
Fated with wondrous Happineſs to come, 
He goes to fetch the mighty Bleſſing home. 
Send all your Wiſhes with him, let the Air, 
With gentle Breezes waft him ſafely there, 

The Seas like what they carry, freſh and fair. 

And let the beauteous Mother touch the Ini 
Mildly, 25 may her glorious Son command, z  - .- 
Whilſt our glad Monarch welcomes her aſhore, 4 
With kind Aſſurance, ſhe ſhall part ng more. 


Be the Majeſtick I Babe then ſmiling born, 


Aud all good Signs of Fate his Birth adorn : : 


So live and grow, x conſtant Pledge-to ftand, 


Of Ceſar's Love to an obedient. Land. 
— 
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ks EPILOGUE, ly Io. Haynss. 
Spoke by Mr. Bowman, mimicking a Beau. 
Oaded with Muff, and Noſe adorn'd with Snuſk, 

Eclipsd in Wig like Owl in Ivy-Buſh. © 
With dangling Shoulder-knot o'er Arm a kimbo,' © 
I fine embroyder d Coat juſt out of Limbo. 
With all the Rhet'rick of Doux Yeux I come, 'T 
To mitigate our trembling Author's Doom ; 
Who bid me beg your Smiles (the Poet's Alms) 

In words as moving as the ſinging Pſalms. 

ot doubting. my Succeſs, becauſe he knows, 

The fair Sex muſt b'obliging to the Beaux 3 
for while thoſe Gallants, who had Brains to ſpare, 
for Honour ran campaigning ev'ry Lear, 

Loxe | Love! the nobler Province of the two, 

Kept peaceful Beau at home to die for you : | 
Not that he fear d the Wars, but Tome chance Blow, 
Might beat out his fine Teeth, and then you know 5 


Tho he, the Man were ſav d, that kills the Beau, 
Whoſe 
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Whoſe Courage might, no doubt, ſucceſsful prove, 
In Bed of Honour, as in Bed of Love; | 
But whether think you has the greater Charms, 
Don Mart the Bullys, or Don Cupid's Arms > 
Who in this glorious Field makes his Campaign, 
So fam d for killing Eyes, and Lovers flain. 

Like Cæſar here the Beaux may Conqueſt boaſt, 
They came, they ogle, and the Heart is loſt, 

No wonder then they're in ſuch Veneration, 
But I remember Monkeys once in Faſhion, | 
Till theſe new Favourites obtain'd their Station. 
But Monkey, Squirrel, and lov'd Parakeeto, 
(The prettier Creatures much, methinks, to ſee to) 
Lap-dog, nay darling Black, muſt all vail now, 
To the prevailing Charms of Rival Beau. 

But tell me, pray, how wou'd this Peacock ſhow, 
If he were treated like old Aſop's Crow ? 

If thoſe who club'd to his Beauſhip flock d togethe!, 
And ev'ry Bird laid hold of his own Feather, 


Unrigg! 
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ve, © Unrigg'd of Cloaths, of Wig, and unpaid Linnen, 
Sword, Feather, Muff, and no Charms left to ſin in 

8. What a Figure he'd make, you eaſily may mae, I 
' EE Stripp'd of his borrow'd Plumes in that undreſs; 
The naked Truth, I fear, would oft diſcover <4 


The Gyant Beau to be a Pigmy Lover. | * 
t, dure nought but the Green Sickneſs of the Mind 


Can reliſh this ſad Traſh of Human-kind. 


Howe'er —— 


” 
= 


vince beauteous Plenty here begins to dreſs, 0 
g 


with her bright Ornaments, the Face of Peace, 
Tis fit that our Dramatick Wars ſhou d ceaſe: 
Therefore to you, ſweet Beaus, in meer Grapes , 


Theſe Terms we offer of Capitulation. 


Firſt then 


5 When you ſhall leave off t adore new F. aces, q | 
And paying only broken Heads = Places, 


As now your Foibles, then we'll ſhew your Graces. | | 
And next —— "ID 


8 [||| Le: 
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Let not our Womens tyring-Rooms be haunted, 

- Boaſt not of Favours which they never granted, 
Tick not with Orange-wench,' or Side box Miſſes 
(Alas! they live by Love, and feed on Kiſles) 
Grant this, and if they make not juſt Requitals, 


| 
| 
| 


You've our Conſents Gratis to ſtop their Vitals 
(Demme)- Exit like a Beau. © 


- ah _—_ — — 4 * —_— —— wm mm 
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The Cholck: On the Sight of a Pen 
calld The Choice, wherein were 
theſe Words, [Bur- no Wife 


Wou d be what I am, nor fondly crave © 
Beyond what wiſer Heav'n in Kindneſs gare; 
Or if in any thing to Change inclin d, My 
It is not in my Fortunes, but my Mind. 
Content I aſk not, tis already oiv'n, 
Content! the deareſt Gift of bounteous Heavnl 
From Envy, Hatred, and Ambition free, | ; 


Thus far advanc'd in true Felicity. 
* : Cou'd 
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l, Cou'd 1 my other Paſſions rule as well, | 
My Conqueſts, Ceſar! thine would far excel. 
les,  MCou'd I the ſudden Rage of Anger tame, 
And boiling Blood within its Banks reclaim : 
Yet, ſtill to One, I wou'd indulgent prove; 
A Paſſion is it, or a Virtue #=—Love: x 
That Sal of Nature, and that Soul of Life, \ 
Center'd in that dear charming Name, a WIFE; 
(haſt, Prudent, Pious, Generous, Conſtant, Kind, 
Charming and Bright her Eyes, but more her Mind, 
Let her be ſuch, I aſk no greater Bliſs, 
And, thanks indulgent Heav'n, ſuch ſhe is. 
Not that ſhe has no Moles, tho ſuch they are, 
& tho' they own her Mortal, leave her Fair. 

She can't diſſemble, flatter, frown, nor chide, 

And ſome ſhe has, but tis a decent Pride: 

beauty ſhe has, or has as at leſt to me, 

And Vit, with but a little Vanity. 

Learning and Senſe, which ſurly Blockheads fear, 

Neaauſe they want em, thank my Stars, are here. 

4 T Pth? 


ore 
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A ö Tth' World's great Book ſhe has ſome Pages read. 
3 (by our Iſle s good leave) the is well-bred. 
Nor want thoſe Bleſſings which our Lives prolong 
To the next Age, and makes us ever young; 
Sweet Children, neatly, tho not finely dreſsd, 
With Mother-Wit, and Engliſb Faces bleſs d. 


Who rather Lewaneſs than this Life would chuſe, 
And thoſe falſe Joys the vitious World amuſe; 
Let em have that, and Rottenneſs for me, 

Who am content with Health and Chaſtity, 

Had Orpheus happy been in ſuch a Bride, 
Whoſe Loſs he mourn'd by Thracian Hebrus ſide; 
So ſoft had been his Lyre, ſo ſweet his Song, 

The Men, as well as Trees, had danc'd along: 
Soon had he made thoſe Savages relent, 

And liſt ning Hebrus flow as ſmooth as Trent, 


* 
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On the lenented | Death | of. bigs Royal 
Highneſs WII LIau Duke _ GLO- 
CESTER. 07 16/4 


1. of 

Hall a the Muſes Darlings: mourn, 

Like Iſrael for their * Moſes thirty SY 
And ſtrow their Cypreſs over all the Ways, 

When in the Mount of God he found his Urn, 

And with old Age his Lamp had ceas'd to burn? 
Shall Tides of raging Sorrow ſwell ſo big, 
As ev n to brave the Gods who deſtin'd him todie? 

Shall they heap Volumes to his Memory ? 
And yet all filent fit, 
To let the Duke obſcurely lie, 
Without a Verle 
To grace his Hearſe, ; 


276 Oxxrond nd CAuBRDoR 


Who nurs d the helpleſs Orphans of their Wit, 
And ſav d em for Poſterity? 
The Duke! tlie very Name extorts a Tear, 
-And cramps the Muſe,/and-chills her into Fear: 
Wich pious Honour to that heav'nly Name, 
Leſt ſhe ſhould ſay too little in his Praiſe, 
As yet not ſtrong enough to raiſe 
A Monument immortal 2s his Fame. 
For Praiſes worthy him ſhould be ſuch Strains 
As Phebus ſelf did once infuſe 
Into Alexis mourning Muſe, 1 
when ſhe gave Paſſion 1 to the pitying Plains : : 
The TED ſighd Echo s to then enchanting Sound, 
5 And 1 bail d the bleeding — s Wound. 
0 
Scarce had the Toils of War begun to ceaſe, 
Scarce had we lulld each murm'ring Thought to Eaſe, 
In the ſoft Tranſports of a righteous Peace ; 
But envious Fate hurl'd a black Cloud between, 
| And chang the blooming Scene: 
7 | Leſt 
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Leſt we ſhould be too happy in a peaceful Reign, 
She plung d us in our former Niſeries again. 
Still to one feeming Good ſhe * n 5 
A thouſand real Woes- FE 
Thus lighted Lovers, whom fond Pe delude, 
Fancy they gtafp their Miſtreſs in their Arms ; 
Crop all her Sweets, and'riffe/a}[ her Charms, 
And think _ re never n with the forbidden 
| Food. | 1 N) 
They loſe the Tortures of their old Deſpair, - 
How lately they were rack d with Hope and Fear; 
And only now purſue their am tous Theam, - 
Rapt with the Tranſports of their bliſsful Dream: 
Till ſome * piteful Noife "ſhifts the bande 
Scene 
Awaken d with Regret they feel their former Pain, 


ſe, They languiſh, pine, and grow ſtark mad again. 
0 ; 2. — 5 
So healthfully the Streams of Blood 


Purld thro the Channels of each ſwelling Vein, 
el T 3 We 
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We chaught/ the mighty Omen good, 

And cheriſh'd Hopes of a long 40” Reign, 
But oh ! how in jndiciqus is a mortal Eye? 
— but a dark Symptom of ſpeedy Deſtiny: 

When leaſt we feard us 
The dreadful Storm appear d, 
2077 0 fe s out of Guard- 
Loſſes foreſeen are ſome Relief, 
And give a ſhort Parentheſis to Grief : 
But unprovided for a ſudden Woe, 
We ſinle beneath the mighty Load, 
Unleſs ſome kind propitious God 
Avert the falling Blow. 
Could Birth or Learning, Wit or Virtue ſave 
A A growing Hero from the common Grave; 
' Theſe Graces, Gloſter, ſhone in thee, 

But theſe, alas ! could not avail to free 

From th'univerſal Doom of frail Mortality. 


- 
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80 prodigally Voves were made. 
That the dear Soul might be repriey'd 
They ſhook the fatal Temple's Walls, 
The Statues kneel'd upon their Pedeſtalls; 
N ay, what was more, the very Atheiſt pray q. 
As if old Terror brib'd with Vows might haply _ 
deceiv'd. | * 
The good and great (forgive the partial Thought) 
Are moulded up of finer Clay, _ | 
With more Deliberation wrought, | 

Than vulgar Creatures-are ; 

Unmixd with any dull Allay, 

And form'd by Heav'n's peculiar Care: 
Therefore unapt for any other Place, 
Than Heav'n, from which they trace 
The great Succeſſion of their godlike Race. 

An impious Wretch, who is not fit to live, 


Quan gain a long Reprieve z — 


T 4 And 
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And ill live on in Noiſe and * 
Amidſt the lazy Drudgeries of Life: 
I. if he liyd in ſpite of Deſtiny, 
Tin he himſelf ſhould corideſcend to die. 
Por ſuch no Grief we have, T 

Unleſs for what he feels beyond the Grave: 
But if the mighty Rrep of State U 
Break down, we fink beneath the Weight. 
Like a rude Chaos all confusd we're hurld, 
Without ſuperior Powers to form us to a World. 
Our Light, auſpicious Youth, we Joſt in thee, 
And wilder now again in blind Obfcurity.” - 
Religious Enemies we'll truſt — 

Religious Enemics (tho' ſtill the worſt) 
Will yet be faithful to thy ſacred Duſt; 
And with their hateful Notions ſtro 

To love thee dead, they flighted when alive. 

Thus dying Sinners when they feel the Smart 
Of Heay'ns avenging Part; 


"is. os. |} 
. wv 


When 


of 
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when their paſt Sins crowd in upon their Senſe,” 
Bick'd with the Girds of checking Conſtiencey «= 
Curſe the unhappy time they wildly-ftray/d, ' > 
When pow'rful Grace in their behalf eſſayd, 
And Heav'n was offer d, and In" 1 

Their flatt ring Hopes are all now cruſt. 
For nothing now remains 224 on 
But cuzſt Deſpair, and. endleſs Pains 


te 
. 
C3 


And an eternal Knowledge of the Bliſs they ve llt. 


„ N f d d Pega 6 . ola 5:7 an 
The pious Princeſs had no ſooner heard. 
The Mother once of ſuch a Child, - Wt 
On whom all blooming Nature ſmil d, 
The luckleſs News, her San was dead. 
But her great penſive Soul retir d, 
To ranſom his before it fled ; 
Nay, ſwooning thrice eſſayd 
I To graſp the fleeting Shade, 
As Toath to leave the thing it lov'd ; 
Nay with it had for ever ſtay'd, | 
Had not our Ruin her Compaſſion mov d. To 
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; To prevent that ſhe condeſcended to repair 700 


Beck to the Troubles of this nether Alr, 
And make her Nation happy by her Care. 
For whilſt ſhe lives we cannot fear. "21307, 
How many Sons yet live in her 
Thus cho the Royal Phenix dies, = 


. one from his ſpicy Ruins may ariſ q, 
To rule the Empire of his Parent Skies. 

A Life fo juſtly and ſo greatly ſpent, 

Shall be in all our Hearts an exemplary Monument: 
| 2 by Death he loſt a Crown, 
/  \, Twas but to gain an everlaſting one: 

| Where Time, nor Place ſhall ſhift his Happineſs, 
Or diſcompoſe theternal Round of Bliſs. 
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A SONG, ſa Tr Dr an. 
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To be dM of her Charms” 
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Till at tft they both agreed | 01108 
To mai dle Ba; vw )! 
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Un Bags, a freſh Bottle, and a beautiful Face, | 
Are the three greateſt Bleſſings: poor Mortaly 
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But alas! we grow Muck worms if Bags do but fill, 
And a bonny gay Dame often ends in a Pill; 


Then heigh for briſk Claret, whoſe Pleaſures neer 


waſte, D 0.109 vi 3! 
Dy a unper ven rc gd by wo weaned 
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ASONG. 


| 3 

AS it a Dream, or did I hear, 
| The Goddeſs at Whoſe Feet I lie, 
With moſt tranſporting Words declare, 

She would not have her Lover dic. 


ul 
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2. 

if a kind Thought my Life to ſave, 
Can gain Admittance to your Breaſt, 

Improve it for your faithful Slave, | 
And make me more than Angels bleſt, 

You cannot think, nor can I ſpeak, 

What Agonies in Doubt ariſe ; 

Unleſs you mean my Heart to break, 
Show me more Favour in your Eyes. 


4. 
Under Suſpence I cannot live, 
In Pity let me know my Fate: 
If Love for Love you will not give, 
Be kind and kill me with your Hate. 
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A $0NG; 
| Eaſe to purſue the ſcornful Fair, 
Let not her vain deluding Air 
One Thought of thine engage; 
Leave her to ſtale Virginity, 4 
Let Pride in Youth her Torment be, ; 
And Envy in old Age. 
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An EX TEMPO RE on 
Faggot, by Mir row. 


Ave you not in a Chimney ſeen | 
H A Faggot which is moiſt and green 
How coyly it receives the Heat, | 
And at both ends do's weep and ſweat? 
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o fares it with a tender Maid, n 
When firſt upon her Back ſhe's lad/ s 
But like dry Wood th':experiencd Dame N 


Cracks and rejoices in the Flamm. T 
" Deſcription: of the Prodig er — 
attended the Death of Julas Cafary 
tranſlated into blank Verſe, rom th 
latter end of the firſt Book of Virgilia 
Georgicks. By Mr. rare.» a 


The Poet deſcribing the various Signs by which 
the Sun foretells all ſorts of Weather, takes 
Occaſion from thence to make the follow- 
ing Digreſſion. 
Ile etiam extincto miſeratus Ceſare Romam, &c. 
E too, at Ceſars Murther pitying Roms, © 


Wich duſky Scurf obſcur d his beaming Head; 


5 


And impious Mortals fear d eternal Night: * * IC 
Tho' at that time, Earth too, and ſpacious Seas, 5 


And Dogs obſcene, and ill preſaging Birds 5 
Gave dire' Portents. How oft have we beheld- 


Oerbolling Etna with Volcanos burſt, Thunder | 
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Thunder and Rage into Cyclopean Fields, 
Rolling vaſt Globes of Flame, and molten Stones 
Germany heard Arms clatt ring in the Sky, 
The Alps with unexampl'd ſhudd'rings quakd; 
And frequently, among the ſilent Groves, 
Voices were heard, and Spectres wond'rous pale 
Seen in the Duſk of Ev'ning ; Cattle ſpoke, 
(Horridto tell I) Earth yawn'd, and Streams ſtood ſtill. 
In Temples mourning Iv'ry wept, and Braſs 
Sweated: Eridanus, the King of Floods, 
With roaring Inundation o'er the Fields, 
Swept Woods away, and Cattle with their Folds, 
Nor did, mean while, th' ill-boding Fibres ceaſe 
To menace Fate, nor Blood to riſe in Wells; 
Nor Cities loudly to reſound with Wolves 
Howling by Night. Ne er from unclouded Sk 7 
Did Light ning with more nimble Flaſhes glare, | 
2 Nor er ſo thick did baleful Comets blaze. 
For this, Philippi ſaw the Roman Troops 


Twice i in like Arms engage, and Heav'n thought fit, 
| That 
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That twice Lmathia, and the ſpacious Plains 
; > WOf Hemus ſhould be fruitful with our Blood. 
Nay, and the time ſhall come, when in thoſe Coaſts 
The lab ring Hind, as with the crooked Share 
He turns the Glebe, ſhall plough up Piles conſumd 
With rugged Ruſt; or with the pond'rous Rakes 
(laſh againſt empty Helmets, and admire 
Big, manly Bones dig'd from their open'd Graves, 
|: tutelary Gods! Thou Romulus, 
And Mother Veſta, who preſerv'ſt with Care 
Hrurian Tiber, and the Roman Tow'rs; 
Permit at leaſt this wond'rous Youth to prop 
e tott ring World: Already, by our Blood, 
Enough we've ru'd the Perjuries of Troy. 
Long ſince, O Czſar, the Cœleſtial Court 
las envy'd us thy Preſence, and repines 
tou ſhouldſt on mortal Triumphs be employ d. 
Vhere Right and Wrong are blended thro the World, 
o many Wars, ſuch various Shapes of Vice: 


llage has loſt its due Regard; the Hinds | 
"== Preſs d 
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Preſsd into Soldiers, Fields Iye waſte and wild, 
And crooked Scythes are hammer' into Swords, 
Euphrates here, there Germany makes War; 
The neighb'ring Cities break all Leagues and fly 
To Arms; Mars rages impious oer the World: 
As when the Racers from their Barriers ſtart, 
Oft whirling round the Goal; the Charioteer 
Holding in vain the Bridles, by the Steeds 

Is drag'd; nor will their Mouths obey the Rein. 


Al. 


A Paraphraſe on the xliie. Pſalm. 
By Mr, T. Bate. 


1. 


The gentle Hind pants for the Flood, 
Whole cooling Streams her Grief might cafe: 


FN Hac'd by the Hounds which thirſt for Blood, 
| And ſcorch'd beneath Heav'n's fiery Rays 


She 
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She liſtens for the Fountain's fall, 

And liſt ning thinks the murm'ring Fountains ca Il 

Till tir'd with fruitleſs Hope, and faint, 1 

je wounds the ſultry Skies with juſt Complaint. 

2. | 

Such my Deſires of thee, O God, 

Eternal Source o' Joys divine! 

Compell'd to quit the bleſt Abode, 

Where the Celeſtial Glories ſhine: 

An Exile thence, in deep Deſpair 

Icry, Will God, my God, no longer hear ? 

Muſt I before his Altars bow ? 


No more! no more will he accept my Vow! 
Wi 

While down my Cheeks falt Rivers ran, 

My Foes in cruel Triumph cry'd, 

Where's now thy God? vain baniſh'd Man! 

Thy Rock, thy Fortreſs, and thy Pride? 

When dewy Shades to Sleep invite, 
j ever-wakeful _ out-weep the Night, 

U2 All 


— 


he 
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All Food by Day my Soul forbears, | 
But feeds on mournful Thoughts, and drinks my Ten 
Ic (it was a wondring Thought "ok N 
How on high Days I oft had come, | 
In royal Pomp, and with me brought 
His Servants to his ſacred Dome. — 
But why, my Soul, this Storm o Woe? _ 
Tho big the Waves, and loud the Tempeſts blow, 
Be ſtill, my Soul! and hope to ſee 
The riſing Beams of Mercy dart on thee. 
| oo: | 
My God, my Soul is fore diſtreſt, 
And wounded deep with Anguiſh dire; 
Tu think on thee, to calm my Breaſt, 


And make th' inſulting Waves retire, F 
Beyond the Stream o Jordan cha d, 
Paſt Mercies ſhall before my Eyes be placd; WE 


My tremb ling Feet o'er Hermon fly, 
But Zion, and her God, my Soul employ, 1 
6, Afflictions 
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36. | 

Afflictions, eaget to engage, 

Summon. their Troops, and me ſurround ; 

Thoſe from above deſcend with Rage, | 

Theft from beneath AS fiercely wound : 

Like Cataracts thoſe downward pour, 
Like Waters burſting from th Abyſs theſe roar: 

Thy Waves and Storms on me have driv'n, | 
Verwheli'd with all thi Artillery of Heav'n. 

| 7. 

But yet th Almighty will be nd. 

And 100 with happy Beams my _ 

Shall be refrel 4 wal Songs o Praiſe 

To thee, my Rock, my Life Ill pray; 
for, whilſt thy ſaving Pow'r thou doſt delay, 

In bitterneſs of Soul I mourn, 
Beneath oppreſſive Rage, and hoſtile Scorn. 


U 3 8. Sheath'd . 
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WE: 

Sheath'd in my Breaſt the ſharpeſt Sword 
Can't like their vile Reproaches pain: 
« Where's he thy Zeal ſo long ador'd? 
« Deaf to thy, Cries, thy Vows are vain. 
But why, my Soul, this Storm o Woe? 

Tho big the Waves, and loud the Tempeſts blow; 
Be ſtill, my Soul, and hope to ſee 

The riſing Beams of Mercy dart on thee. 


— 
— 


ODE to my Lord D. of B 
An. Dom. 1704. 


I. 
Lion, be gone! we need not thee 
With all thy pleaſing Train of Lies, 
Thy Demons and thy Deities, 
Thoſe old falſe Lights in Poeſie! 


F 
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Let ſacred Truth appear 
The Graces on her Tongue! 


Already ſee her ſhining Form is here! 


A Vertue ever fair, and ever young. 

The brighteſt Mind among the Bleſs d, 
For in her Looks th Eternal Sire confeſs d 
ho his own Image ſaw, and lov'd her beſt. 

Smiling he ſent her from his Throne, 

In his own radiant Light array'd: 

She lives on Earth, ſhe lives unknown : 
How few, alas! who court the Heav'nly Maid; 

True Worth and Vertue from the Grave, 

And dull Oblivion's lazy Lake, 

Where all things elſe their Period take; 
Her Bufmneſs tis, and her Delight to fave. 
'Tis ſhe, O B-——nm! tis ſhe _ 
Ev'n living, that embalms thy Name, 


And conſecrates thy Works to Fame, 
Within the ſpacious Temple of Eternity. 


Ws 2, Why 


296 Orronp and Camprivos 
. 
Why ſhou d the World of Time complain, Fc 
And mourn the Ravages he makes, 


— Since equal is our Loſs and Gain, 80 
And, like the Sea, he gives as well as rakes? | 
Behold yon Venerable Pile, 31 


By thee, fair Thani ſis, erect its Head: 
Behold from thence imperial Orders ſpread 
On ſuppliant Knees, receiv'd around the ſiabjett Iſle, I 
1 Look once again before tis paſsd; 
a Lock once again, that Look muſt be the laſt. | ! 
14 "= th ambitious Flames ariſe, © : 
And rival, and ſurmount the Skies: © 
By whoſe horrid gloomy Light 
Which intercepts the dubious Night. © B 
See the ſtately Turrets bend, 
And hizzing to the Deep deſcend. 
Fark! the Shreeks, and crack ling Flames, 
Peers and Princes, vulgar Names - 


The friendly Thames in vain is nigh, 


In 
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In vain ſtrong Arms may Engines ply; 
For Holbein's noble Work it ſelf muſt die, 
/ 3. | 2 
do when the Fates have run their ſpatious round, 
And Time's great Clock ſhall ceaſe to ſound ; 
This Palace built by th' Archite® divine 
In its vaſt Funeral Pile ſhall burn, 
While Nature ſinks into its Urn, 
The ſooty Waves of Chaos ſhall with horrid Luſtre 
- ſhine. | + 2290 
Yet here his Art will the great Chymiſt ſhew, 
Who, when the purging Flames are o're, 
Will raiſe it brighter than before, 
And Paradiſe renew. 
Hail, ye ſweet new-born Groves! how bleſsd, how fair 
Tür immortal Forms that wander there! 
How rich the Fuit your bending Branches bring! 
Beneath th' im perious Shade 
By fragrant Arbors made 


To 
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5 To ſome Celeſtial Poets Lyre 
Some Laurear of th Angelick Quire 
What happy Lovers ſing, BY 
How far their Bliſs our miſcal'd Life tranſcends, 
A world of Peace, a world of Friends! - 
| Who bravely for their Country fought; I. 
Who Arts or Laws invented or reſin d, 
Who Heay'n-born Yercue liv'd and taught, 


| 


And humaniz'd Mankind, 
Here undiſturb'd and bliſsful Manſions gain; 
And now they bathe in Nectar Streams, I i 
Nor need the Sun's officious Beams. | 


Now to the glitt'ring Palaces reſort, | | 
Which form th* Erherial Monarchs ſplendid Court, 
Where Peace and Honour, and fair Vertue reign: 
Around the ſtately Rooms they walk, : 
View the guilded Roofs on high, . | 
Outſhining feeble Nature's Sky; 
Tl Enammell'd Pavements view below, 
Where flow'ry Conſtellations grow, | 


And 
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And things unutterable look and tall. © 
Fathom the Depths of Providence and Fate, |. 
Why Vice has oft been great and fortunate, | 
While Yertue ſtarving and neglected lies, 

Which all commend, yet all deſpiſe; 
A Knot which Fools to Atheiſts turns, and puzzles 
een the Wiſe. | 55a 
| * 
To B——1n again the Song entice! 
Nor are we far from thence ; 
Bchold ſome Tracks of his Magnificence, =” _, 
Which rais'd a Palace in a Paradiſe ! 
For vulgar Princes it ſuffic'd before, 
Nor was perhaps amiſs deſign d; 
Nature and Art could do no more, 
Till he a nobler Model form'd in his capaciousMind. 
He ſtruck the golden Lyre, the Stones aroſe, 
The willing Stones harmonious Walls compole. 
The Trees with num'rous Feet advance; 
They leave their ancient Beds, 


f Th. * 
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They bend their rev Tend Heu, 
And to Pindaritk Meaſures lead the mfic Dine 
But where, O Where! a wt 
Is ür loud lamented : Wie 


She's gone, for ever gon: No more thoſe Eyes 


Shall Love and Foys inſpi pire, 
Whoſe Heart {till ſhone with veſtal Fire: 
Each Word a Prayer, each Act a Sacrifice. Vi 
Not ev'n his Verſe can her recal, Ti 
Then how, alas! ſhou'd mine? Th 
Not the vain Deluge of thoſe Tears that fall, Ar 


And make a new Canal, 
Or ſinge the old with Brine. 
Thus when MARIA wing d to reſt, 
And robÞd the World t enrich the Bleſsd, MW" 
As to the Dome her mournful Pomp conveyd, 
All of the Queen, but her immortal Mind, 1 
In Groans her Fun'ral Rites Britannia pay'd; 
And long, long fince had been with weeping blind, 
Had God-like ANNA not been left behind. T 


Fortune 


ö 8 
me! we fondly blame thy various Wheel, 
and envy thee the Liberty to range: 
» much of mortal Miſeries we feel, 
The kindeſt thing that thou canſt do, 
The kindeſt and the wiſeſt too, 
Is oft to change. 
Viciſſitude of Pain our Grief alloys, 
Tis eaſier to be born than one dull round of Joys. 
Thus we our own Inconſtancy excuſe, 
and thus thoſe Ills we cannot cure amuſe. 
Not ſo the truly Great, > 
Who, poi d on their own Weight, 
Can fit ſerene and ſmile; 
Whilſt at their Oars inferior Mortals toil; 
Toſs'd with ev'ry Storm of Fate, 
They know the Pilot who the Veſlel ſteers 
By his uncontrolld Decree, 
Not infringing Liberty; 55 
They know the Good is bis, but Error theirs. 
| Wiſely 


* 8 — 


: 
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Wiſely revolving what is paſs'd, 
The future they preſage; 
See from far the gathering Blaſt, 
Nor fear to meet its Rage: 
And tho' the treach'rous Waves are fair, 
They know them, and for Storms prepare. 
G N 
Let France her Louvres and Eſcurial's boaſt; 
For Spain and France are yet the ſame, 
We Monſters theſe, not Wonders name, 
The Palace in the Toms is loſt. 
"Tis like their Monarchy, ſo far t has gone, 
Until almoſt the World, and ev'n it ſelf o'er-run, 
Our Buildings more compact and neat, 
Thoꝰ narrow, like our Iſle, yet without Pride are 
Great. © 
Their Nation's Genius in each Front we fee, 
Tho' Rags and Lumber cram'd within, 
Rich Tapeſtries are at the Windows ſcen, | 
'Tis Tiſſue all, and all Embroidery. 


Still 


\ 


\ 
| 
1 
| 
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gal Jet em boaſt their fabled golden Show'rs, = 
If fterling Valour, Wealth, and Senſe are ours, 
Long let their reſtleſs Nation War renew, 
More Blenheim's, and more Schylenbergs adorn, 
And future Tyrants warn, 

Till they for Peace, in earneſt ſue ; 
While Anna guards all injurd Europe's Rights, 
While B——m conſults, and Marlbro' fights. 

CE 

Let Art and Coſt do what they can, 
Let lofty Roofs th* amaz'd Spectator ſtrike, 
The Walls be hid by Raphael and Yandike, 

The nobleſt Furniture's a Man : | | 
Tis he deſerves that Name who Kings and Courts has 

read; | | 

Who from Experience, and from Nature's Store, 
Has much, nor from the ſacred Ancients more, 
Tho well acquainted with the mighty Dead. 
From both he learns what makes a Nation bleſs d, 


When civil Storms grew loud; = 
What 
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What Arts will charm the diſcontented Crowd, 

Who either are, or think themſelves oppreſsd. 

Whence ſpring the Seeds of Diſcord and Debate, 
Which raiſe their hateful Heads 


From Pride's or Faction's Beds; 


What knitts or cuts the Nerves of State. ' 

Yet from ſeverer Thoughts he not diſdains n 
Sometimes to looſe the Reins ; 1 

Nor courtly Horace will refuſe, 50 

Nor Maro] thy diviner Muſe, U 

The reſt he pardons and regards, 1 

If there be Honeſty and Senſe, " 

If they but aim at Excellence; 0 

Nor want his Smiles, nor want unaſk'd Bank " 
To that exuberant Soil his Favour ſhows, y 
Which Fruit at once, and Flow'rs beſtows ; 1 
Scorn d by th angrateful Earth, which never bears y 
But both of Flow'rs and Fruits deſpairs. W 

G 


P R O- 
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PROLOGUE. 
b b. DS.. 
ONG has the Tribe of Poets, on the Stage, 
L Groan d under perſecuting Critick's Rage : 
But with the ſound of Railing, and of Rhime, 
Like Bees united by the tinkling Chime) 
The little ſtinging Inſects ſwarm the more, 
And Buz is greater than it was before, ; 
But O! Ye leading Voters of the Pit, 
That infe& others with your too much Wit; 
That well effected Members do ſeduce, | 
And with your Malice poyſon half the Houſe; 
Know, your ill-manag'd arbitrary ſway 
Shall be no more indur'd, but ends this Day. 
Rulers of abler Conduct we will chooſe, 
And more indulgent to a trembling Muſe: _ 
Women for Ends of Government more fit, £ 


Women ſhall rule the Boxes and the Pit, 


Give Laws to Love, and Influence to Wit. 
X Find 
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Find me one Man of Senſe in all your Roll, 
Whom ſome one Woman! has not made a Fool. 
Ev'n Buſineſs, that intollerable Load, Br 
Under which Man does groan, and yet is ies; 3 


Much better they can manage, would they pleaſe, - 


Tis not their want of Wit, but love of Eaſe: 
For, ſpite of Art; more Wit iti thein appears, 
Tho' we boaſt vurs; ind they diſerable tHeirs. 
Wit once was ours, and ſhot up for a _ 
Set ſhallow in a hot and barren Soil; S 
But when tranſplanted to a richer ok 
Has in their Een its Perfection found. 
And tis but juſt they ſhou'd our Wit invade, 


| Whilſt we ſet up their painting, patching Trade. | 


As for our Courage, to our Shame tis known, 
As they can raiſe it, they can pull it down: 
At their own Weapons they our Bullies awe; 
Faith let em make an Anti-Salick Law; 
Preſcribe to all Mankind, as well as Plays, 
And wear the Breeches, as they war the Bays. 


— 
* a + 


fi 
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Love in Fetters. 
To NTT. 


D 2 weary d with bi his roving Flight, . | 
Deſcending at th' approach of Night, 

Down to Pant hea's Boſom fled, | 

And made that Seat of Joy his Bed. 
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ntly her heaving Boſom roſe, 

ud ſeem'd to court him to repoſe: 

Neſt ling he folds his Wings to creep 

Between her Brain for ſweeter Sleep. 

3. 

Fleas d and 168 with the Joy, | 


dne laugh'd at the deluded Boy: 


d did a Stratagem prepare, 

0 keep the wanton Pris ner there. 

| 4 

Hir took a various colour d Braid, 
0 ben Gold, and Scarlet made; z 


a 3 Now, 


308 Orrchp ad Ge 


Now, Loungſter, ſaid the cruel Fai air, 
You ſhall Pant bea Fetters wear. . 


1 5. 
But when ſurpriz d he waking found 


His ſhack led Limbs, and Pinions bound, 
Sighing he wept, and beg d ſhe d pleaſe. 
To give her _— a Releaſe. 

Sly Youth, ſays ſhe, * you ſo ſoon 
Quit your Apartments, and be gone: 

No, my dear Rover, firſt diſcharge 

Your Quarters, cer: you're ſet at large. 


Then for a Bribe, ſaid he, to go, 


My Quiver take, and take my Bow; 
Nor can I greater Triumphs boaſt, 
Than that my Arms to you were loſt. 


8. | 
And now thoſe Shafts are his no more, 


His Bow and Enſigns of his Pow'r; 
Panthea now commands Love's Darts, 
All Eyes ſhe charms, and wounds all Hearts. 


ib a 


2» oa 
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A Letter to a Friend, tranſlated from 
the Latin, being the Character of 4 
Town Life. 


T laſt the grateful Muſe preſumes to ſend 
A A Preſent to her Patron and her Friend: 
And that the Preſent might be ſure to pleaſe, 
She ſends it cloath d in a poetick Dreſs ; 
datyr inſpires, and ſhe attempts to ſoar, 
As dauntleſ s as old Dryden did before. 
For who can fit to ſee a modern Scene, 
Or if he ſits, not almoſt burſt with Spleen ? 
How can he bear the Novices of Rhime, 
Who murther Senſe in vile ungodly Chime ? 
That once has taſted what the Antients wrote, 
How vaſt thejr Genjus, how ſublime their Thought, 
Where perfe& Beauty charms in ev'ry Line, 
Where ev'ry ſingle Letter ſounds divine. 
X 3 Tell 
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Tell me, if when you read great Dryden oer, 
Or ſearch the Riches of Roſcommon's Store, 


Do you not feel ſuch Tranſport i in your Mind, 


As if all human Cares Wer aft behind ? 


Have not thoſe Charms on your Diſeaſe prevail d, 


When all their Alki/s and their Acids fail'd > 
O that like them I could preſume to fly, 
Full of their tuneful, godlike Energy: 
That I like them might with my Verſes heal, 
Who but repeat 'em, and the Patient's well. 
But oh | my Nuggiſh Blood that Task denies, 


And backward to my Heart confus dly flies: 


The ſickly Muſe no longer dares to ſoar, 
Since ſpiteful Phæbus has refus d the Pow r. 
But leſt by this I wholly ſeem to want 
Senſe to purſue, what I'm oblig'd to grant ; 
I ſend you this, in hopes that you'll approve 


What comes not from my Wit, but from my Love. 


FF. — 


/ 
[ 
\ 
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You aſk to know, ſince you have left the Town, 
What Courſe I take to drive my Minutes on. 
Ar fix I rife, and ſtudiouſly withdraw 
Texplore ſome Quirks and Quiddits of the Law, 
Till twelve (no very pleafing Taſk you'll fay) ) 
turn o'er Coke and Hobart for a Plea, 
With ſev'ral more as pert and dull as they: | 
Names which were never known to Muſe before, 
But yet by learning ſuch a thriving Lore, 
[ may at laſt ſome wealthy Honour get, 
As a Reward for all my Toll and Sweat. 
Whilſt Poets, as the Vermin beſt deſerve, 
Muſt be content to be admir'd and ſtarve. 
At twelve I lay aſide my Books, and dine, 


And if my Pockets lib rally incline, 

| toaſt your Health in many a Glaſs of Wine. 1J 
But if my Mind's contracted in it ſelf, 

Which always ſympathiſes with my Pelf ; - 


X 4 
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My Bus neſs done; when Shades obſcure the Hills, Wl | 

And Poets great and ſmall repair to Vils; 

Which 1s the beſt Inſpirer of a Theam, _ 

For when a Rhymer will vouchſafe to dream, \ Ml! 

It yields as learned Liquor as Parnaſſus Stream. 

TI make up one to crack a bawdy Jeſt, 

And am as dull and ſpiteful as the reſt : 

Or elſe my thoughtful Gravity to ſhaw, 1 
I ponder a Gazette, earneſt to know No | 

How Matters are at Mantua or Cracow. 

Whilſt the ſow'r Criticks who have never writ, | 

At once combin'd in damning Judgment fit, 

On Shakeſpear's Tragick, and Bens Comick Wit; 

That nothing can their rigid Cenſures pleaſe, 

But Sopbocles or Ariſtaphanes. N 

Their Taunts great Dryden almoſt dies to hear, 

Which wound his Soul, and fire his patient Ear ; 

Ev'n his own Works muſt bear their grand Inqueſt, 
Tho claiming equal Honour with the beſt ; 


At 
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At laſt he puts on a reſenting Frown, 
Which ſaves their Fame, and vindicates his own. 
Here Dons of Wit with one another jar, 
Eager to triumph in the learned War: 
The tiny Bards and Criticks flock around, 
To glean their Scraps, and echo what they ſound: 
Tom. D——y ſhows his Phiz among the reſt, 
fam d for a thouſand Songs, and many a hopeful Jeſt: 
Had he but Senſe to keep his Aſſes ſafe, 
The Man might now and then provoke a Laugh ; 
For if he can but ſtifle the Buffoon, 


He'll thread a Proverb nicely, * and pun, 


But 1f theſe tedious Brawls diſpleaſe my Ear, 

| travel to the neighb ring Theatre : 
And if ſome noted Monſter' to be ſhown, | 
| enter, take my place, and fit me down, 
To fill the Circle of that various Crown. 
n my right Hand the Bona Rabas fit, | 

Who hide their Faces to betray their Wit; 
| For 
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For unſeen Bluſhes make their Clappers bold, 71 
To repartee, or ſcandalize, or ſcold : :- 1 
On my left Hand a gay, ſpruce Crowd appears, T 
Shaking a huge immod'rate length of Hairs : f 
Such Clouds of Odour from their Heads diſtill, II 
We're bury'd in Perfumes which all the Circle fill: MB 
After three wretched Tunes the Curtain's drawn, T 
The mimick Crew begins to play the Town, 4 
Where a Compendium of the World is ſhown. 
Here an old Father by a Slave is fool'd, 
Back d by a Lover Son to ſteal his Gold: 
There a fat low'ring, rev'rend Coxcomb ſtares, ( 
Of Voice ſevere, and prodigal of Ears : / 
His Worſhip fays as little as he can, ( 
/ 
( 


Becauſe he writes himſelf an Alderman, 

Here ſtands Narciſſus with a careleſs Air, 

In Face and Dreſs compos'd to waund the Fair: 
With ſo much Grace his Words and Adtions move, 

It he but ſpeak or walk, ſome Philks dies for Love. 


There 
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There in his Pride a purple Emp ror ſtands, 

4nd with a Nod imagin d Worlds commands: 

The Badge of Empire on his Forehead reigns, 

He ſeems to feel the Burthen which he teigns. 

There ſtalks a Hero recking from the Wars, 

boaſting his Lawrels and diſhoneſt Scars, 

Tells how his Courage fiem' the ug Blood, 

uud gaind the Shore, and drown'd the Fields in 
Blood. | | 
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One daubd with Tinſel, of a lofty Mien; 

Affects to ſtride in State, and ſtruts a Queen. 
One innocent as a young Virgin ſhows, 

Mothers a Coquet, and bites the Beaus, 

One takes a Freedom not to be excus d, 

And one ſhows how hard Mothers ſhould be usd. 


The Females too are mingled in the Scene, 


The Plot now thickens, where at once I view, 


In Miniature whatever Mortals do : 
Their 
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Their Councels, Manners, Plotting, and Afairs, II 
Their Follies, Vices, Affectations, Wars: F 
But if the Play grows dull, and not yet dark, 
I ſeek my Female Friends, and ſquire em tothe Park, 8 
Where with ſome wanton Chat, or am'rous Play, 

We help to ſhift the lazy Hours away. 

Sorgetime wo talk of Love, and what's its Cauſe, s 
How wild it wanders, unreſtrain d by Laws; 
How ſtrange its Motions leap about the Heart, 
And pleaſe us moſt, when moſt they make us {mart 
How it muſt a& to propagate Defire, 

And burn our Vitals with a fecret- Fire. 

Hence to the Ladies Lodgings we retreat, 

And take a Game at Cribidge or Picquet; 

Or bring ſome Reputation to the Teſt, 

Or gaul our Neighbours with ſome glancing Jay ; 

Tex in the midſt we drink and repartee ; 

{For Scandal always goes along with Tea.) 


e—ﬀ>IrTE wi ay. We . ¹ w ov» 425 _ a@z _ 


Thys we bcguile the Hours in full Delight, 
Till Day turns up the genial Time of Night: 
Then 
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Ther tir d with what I can no more enjoy, 
For Pleaſure's luſcious, and will quickly cloy : 

I ſeek my Home, and to relieve my Pain, 

+ Nvop into Bed, and ſnore till fix again. 


/ * 
Whilſt you, my Friend, the deareſt in my Love, 

Suck in the Health of ſome ſweer Country Grove. 

And far from Town, remote from Noiſe and Care, 

Refreſh your Lungs with truly vital Air: 

0! may the Gods releaſe you from your Pain, 

And give you to my widdow'd Arms again, 

Thus mourn'd Achilles for Patroclus lain. 

Grant that the Town may yet enjoy your Sight, : 


As once you were, all healthful, vig rous, bright, 
Topaſs with pleaſing Chat the tedious Winter Night. 
0! grant me many ſuch without an end, 

As that, in which dear you and one more Friend, 
Drunk like the famous Bards of yore in Wine, 
Health and Profperity to all the nine : | 


And 


318 Orrort and CaRBRIDO E 
And gave the Bards themſelves a Praiſe ſo true, 
As could not come from any, but from you. 


——_—— 


1 
— * 
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A Song upon Fancy. 
By Nath. Lee. 


| * other Bleſſings are but Toys, 0 
To his, who in his ſleep enjoys: 

His wanton Fancy can poſſeſs 

The Object of his Happineſs; 

The Pleaſure's purer, for he ſpares 
The Pains, Expences, and the Cares. 
Thus when Adonis got the Stone, 

To Love the Boy ſtill made his moanz 
7, enus, the Queen of Fancy, came, 
And as he flept, ſhe cool'd his Flame: 
The Fancy charm'd him as he lay, 
And quickly brought the Stone away. 
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An Immitation of Ho ace's 6th Ode, 
applyd to the Duke of Marlborough. 


By Captain R. S. 


Hou d Addiſon's immortal Verſe, 

Thy Fame in Arms, great Prince, rehearſe, 
With Amas Lightning you'd appear, 
And glitter o'er again in' War: 

Repeat the proud Bavarian's Fall, 

And in the Danube plunge the Gaul. 

Tis not for me thy worth to ſhow, 

Or lead Achilles to the Foe ; 

Deſcribe ſtern Diomede in fight, 

And put the wounded Gods to flight: 

[ dare not, with unequal rage, 

On ſuch a mighty Theam ingage; 

Nor ſully in a Verſe like mine, 

[lluſtrious Ame's Praiſe, and thine. 
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Let the laborious Epic ſtrain, 

In lofty numbers fing the Man, 

That bears to diſtant Worlds his Arms, 
And frights the German with Alarms: 
His Courage and his Conduct tell, 

And on his various Virtues dwell, 

In trifling Cares my humble Muſe 

A leſs ambitious Tract purſues, 

Inſtead of 'Troops in Battel mixt, 

And Gauls with Britiſh Spears transfixt : 
She paints the ſoft Diſtreſs and Mien, 
Of Dames expiring with the Spleen. . 
From the gay Noiſe, affected Air, 

And little Follies of the Fair, 

A ſlender ſtock of Fame I raiſe, _ 
And draw from others Faults, my Praiſe. 


4 Bacchs 
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| E boa 
Ome, fill me a Glaſs, fil it high, 
C A Bumper, a Bumper III have: 10 
He's a Fool that will flinch, I'll not bate an Inch, 
Tho' I drink my ſelf 1 into my Grave. 
5 0 
Here's a Health to all thoſe jolly Souls, 
Who like me will never give o'er, 
Whom no Danger controuls, but will take off their 
And merrily ſtickle for more. 
45 | 
Drown Reaſon and all ſuch weak F oes, I 
I ſcorn to obey her Command; 
Cou'd ſhe ever ſuppoſe I'd be led by the Noſe, 
And let my Glaſs idly ſtand? 
* 4. Reputa- 


— 
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4. 

Reputation a Busbpar to. Fools, 

A Foe to the Joys of dear r drinking, 
Made uſe of by Tools, 'who'dſet us new Rules, 

And bring us to politick thinking, 

PII ˙ 

Fill em all, TU kaye ir in a Hand, | 

For [ve ifi an Age away; 3 | 


'Tis in vain to command the fleeting Sand 


Rowls on, and cannot ſtay. 


7 e ae g 

Come, my Lads, move the Glaſs, drink about, | 

We ll drink the Univerſe dry; | " 

We'll ſet Foot to Foot, and drink it all out, - 
If once we grow ſober we die. 

| J 

[ 

E 


Clarin- If 


MISCELL ANL 3323 


1 5 


Advice to the Officers, to get 
Soldiers, without beat of Drum. 
Ith fighing and wiſhing, J and Green Sick- 


- neſs Diet, 


With nothing of Pleaſure, and little 10 Quiet, 


1 


With a Grannum's Inſpection, and Doctors Direction, = 


But not the Specifick that ſuits my Complexion, 
The Flower of my Age 1 is full blown in my Face, 
Yet no Man conſiders my comfortleſs Caſe. 

2. 


Young Women wefe valued as I have been told, 
n the late times of Peace above Mountains of Gold; 
But now there is fighting, we have nothing but 
ſlighting, 
Few Gallants in Conjugal Matters delighting ; 
. Tis 
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'Tis a Shame that Mankind ſhou'd love killing and 


ſlaying, | : | 
And mind not ſupplying the Stock thats decaying. 
Unlucky Clarindz, to live in a Seaſon, 


When Mars has forgotten to do Venus Reaſon! 

Had I any Hand in Rule and Command, 

I'd certainly make it a Law of the Land, 

That Killers of Men, to replenth the Store, 7 
Be bound to the Wedlock, and made to get more. 
Enacted moreover, for better diſpatch, - 

That where a good Captain meets with an Oer- match, 
His honeſt Lieutenant with Soldier-like Grace, 
Shall relieve him on Duty, and ſerve in his Place; 
Thus Killers and Slayers of able good Men, 


Without beat of Drum may recruit em again. 


— 


A Ballad 
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A Ballad on the Jubilee. 


2 Mr. Hall fk Hereford. 


I, 
Ome ere, Virtuoſos, rich Heirs and Mu- 
ſitians, 
Away, and in "Troops to the Jubilee jog, 
Leave Diſcord and Death to the College Phyſicians, 
Let the vie rous whore on, and thei impotent flog: 


Already Rome opens her Arms to receive ye, 

And oy every Tranſgreſſion her Lord will forgive ye. 
* 

Indulgences, Pardons, and ſuch holy Lumber, 

As cheap are there now as our Cabbages grown; 
Whilſt muſty old Relicks of Saints without Number, 
For barely the looking upon ſhall be ſhown : 
Theſe, were you an Atheiſt would needs overcome ye, 
That firſt were made Martyrs, : 25 afterwards 

Mummy. | 
F3 3. They'll 
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3. 
They'll ſhew you the River, ſo ſung by the Poet, 
With the Rock from whence Mortals wereknock'd 
on the Head : 
They'll ſhow you the Place too, as ſome will avow it, 
Where once a he- Pope was brought fairly to N 
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For which ever ſince to prevent inter loping, 
In a Chair her a ſuffer a groping. , 
What a fight ” tis to * the gay Idol accoutr . 

With Mitre and Cope, and two Keys by his f. de? 
Be his inſide what twill, yet the Pomp of his outward 
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Shows ee Cervorum no Hater of Pride. 


= = 8 ww 
* 
— 


Theſe Keys into Heaven will as ſurely admit ye, 
As the Clerks of a Pariſh to a Pew in the City. 
8 5 
What a fight tis to ſee the old Man f in Procelſo ion, 

Thro Rome 1 in ſuch Pomp as her Ceſars did ride? 
Hereſcatt'ring of Pardons, there croſſing and bleſſing, 
With all hisſhav'd, fi piritual Train-band by! his fide: 
As 
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4s Confeſſors, Cardinals, Monks fat as Bacons, 
From erna Archbiſhops to 1 Archdeacons, 
, * ne 4 a 6. | 


Then for your Diverſion, che m more to 3 ye, 
Fine Muſick you'll hear, and high Dancing you 1 ſee, 


Men who much ſhall out-warble your am ' rous Fideh,, 
And make you meer Fools of Balloon and T.Abbee - 
nd toſhew you how fond they'retokifs voſtras manus; 
ch Padre turns Pimp, and all Nuns Courtezanas. / 
ind when you've ſome Months at old Babylon been a, 
And on Panders and Punks all your Rhino is ſpent ; 
d when you have ſeen all that's there tobe ſeen a, 
You'll return not fo rich, tho'as wiſe as you went. 
ud twill be but ſmall Comfort, after ſo much Ex- 
mw a, 
hat your Heirs will 5 ſo jul a hundred Years 
hence a. © pada 
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To the Ning, in the Year 1684, 5 

Mr, Ste Pney. On wth Death of 
K. CranLzs II. 2 


f s Vidors laſs che Troublesthey fon... 1 
In greater Trophies which theTriumphagain: : 
And Martyrs, when the joyful Crown is givn, 
Forget the Pain by which they purchas'd Heav'n: 
So when the Phenix of our Empire dy'd, 
And with a greater Heir the Throne _ J 
Your Glory diſbpates qur mournful Dew | 
And turns our Grief for ——— yon. 
Myſterious Fate] whofe one Decree could "_ 
The high * n and Love. 


r 


May then no Flight of 3 e 4 
Thoſe wiſe Reſolves of Providence Ou... | 
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3 penſive Th I 
3y * ſhe's loſt, — — 
of E when her Lover fled, yr 
d Bacchus honour d the deſerted 
Bed, 


Casd with 
. — rode to raiſe the ſwelling Flo | 
Nur, and embracd the God _— 
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UN, rare 
4 credit common Fame, 
Morn N 
f Wits, of > HG —— | 
= * _ and of Battles; 
oo Warriour's Brow ſhe cons 
| — and taken Towns; * 
0 all her Spite ſhe all 
the Vitor to the Gallics, 
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Nor in her Viſits can ſhe ſpare 
The Reputation of the Fair: | 
For lnflance oi TONY . did {beſt — 
La Hedick n abandons "I 
And in Beer-Glaſſes pledg d to Che. 
What Fops of Figure did ſhe bring 
To the Front- Boxes and the Ring? 

While Nymphs o Quality look d fullen, 
As breeding Wives, or moulting Pullen: - 
Bleſs'd Charmer She, till prying Fame 
Incog. to Miſss Toilet came, | 
Where in the Gally-Pots the foy' | 
Lillies, and Roſcs that defy'd. . 

The Froſt of Age; with certain Pidees,_ 
They call ——Coſmeticks for the Freckles; $ 
Away ſhe flew with what ſhe wanted, 
1 told at Court th Choe 1 


* * " 1 — 
« Then who'd on common Fame rely? 


« Who's chief Employment to decry; 


« A cogging, fickle, jilting Female, 


As ever ply'd at fix in the Mall, 


The Father of all Fibs begat ther 
« On ſome old News-Man's Fuſty Daughter, 
'Twere hard 


O CAPTAIN! Taiſez vous— 

Her Novels ncer ſhould have regard: 

One Proof Pl in her Favour give, 

Which n none but you will disbelieve. 
When Phoebus fp 3 to recite 

The Praife es of the moſt Polite, 

Whoſe Scenes have been, in ev y * 

The Glories of the rich Stage; 

Ihen ſhe, to rigid Truth confin d, 
our Name with lofty Shakeſpear | joyn'd 

And ſpeaking, as the God directed, 

0 The Praiſe ſhe gave was unſuſpected. 

16 
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_ The Spell, 

By the ſame Hand. | 
Heneer I Wive, young Strepbon cry d, 1 
Te Pow'rs that oer the Nooſe preſide 
Wit, Beauty, Wealtb, and Humour give, 
Or let me ſtill a Rover live: | 
But if all theſe no Nymph can ſhar, | 
And I'm predeſtin d to the Snare, 
Let mine, ye Pow'rs! be doubly Fair. 


Thus pray'd the Swain in Heat o Blood, 
Whilſt Cupid at his Elbow ſtood; 
And twitching him, ſaid Youth be _ | 
Aſk not Impoſſibilities: | 
A faultleſs Make, a manag'd Wit, 

Humour and Fortune never met: 
But if a Beauty you'd obtain, 
Court ſome bright Phillis o the Brain; 


The dear Idea long enjoy, 

Clean is the Bliſs, and will not cloy. 

But truſt me, Youth, for Tm fincere, 

And know the Ladies to a Hair; 

Howe'er ſmall Poets whine upon it, 

I Madrigal, and Song, and Sonnet; 

Their Beauty's but a SPELL to bring 

A Lover to tir inchanted Ring, 

Fer the Sack Poſſet is digeſted, 

Or half of Hymen's Taper waſted, 

The winning Air, the wanton Trip, 

The radiant Eye, the Velvet Lip, 

From which you flagrant Kiſſes ſtole, 

And ſeem'd to ſuck her ſpringing Soul. 

Theſe, and the reſt, you doated on, 
Are nauſeous or inſipid grown; 

The SPELL diſſolves, the Cloud is gone, 
And Sachariſſa turns to Joan. 
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; 

The vim. ODE of the 111. A 5 
Horact Imitated. | 

By the PRE Hend, CANS: + : 


I. 
Ear Molly, why {6 oft in Tears? 
Why all theſe Jealouſi es and F ears, | 
For thy bold Son o Thunder? | 
Have Patience, 'till we've con quer d France, 
Thy Cloſet ſhall be ſtor'd with Nants 
le Ladies like ſuch Plunder. 


- 
Before Toulon thy Yoke-Mate lyſe s, Mt 
Where all the live-long Night he ſighs |: 
For thee, in lowſie Cabin: ia 
And tho the Captain's Che cries . 
150 J. Dear Bully! Prithee riſe yr 


He will not let the Drab in. 
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3+ 
But ſhe, the cunning'ſt Jade alive, 7% Nen 
Says tis the ready way 59 me, * t AN 
By ſharing Female Bouptie s: 
iu if He' bat he kind one Night, 
dhe vows he mall be dubbd a Knight, 


When ſhe is made a Counteſs, 
4- 
Then tells of ſmooth young Pages whi pd, 


Caſhier d, and of their Liv rics ſtrip . 
Who late to Peers belonging; 

Are nightly now tompell'd to trudge 1 | 

With Links, becauſe they would not drudge” 


To fave their Ladies longing. | 
5. * 1 hy ' | 1 
But Vol the 1 cannot be 


A colder Cavalier than he, 
In all ſuch Love- Adventures; 
Then pray do you, dear Molly, take 
Some Chriſtian Care, and do not break 
© Your conjugal Indentures 


6. Bella 
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6. 
Bellar / who does not Bellair know? — , 
The Wit, the Beauty, and the Beau | 
Gives out he loves you dearly: 5 
And many a Nymph attack'd with Sighs, 
And ſoft Impertinence, and Notte,” g 
Full oft has beat a Parley, * T 
—_— A . C1005 Rn ts | 
But, pretty Turtle, when the Blade | - 
Shall come with am rous Serenade, 
Soon from your Window rate him: 
But if Reproof will not prevail, e ole 
And he, perchance, attempt to ſeal, 
Diſcharge the Jorden at him. 
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Verſes imitated from the French of 
Monſieur Maynard to Cardi- 
nal Rico HELITEAu. r 


By the ſame Hand. 


| 67 118 
HEN Money, and my Blood run high, 
My Muſe was reckon d wond rons pretty 
The Sports and Smiles did round her fly, ö 
Enamour'd with her ſmart Concetti. 


2, 


Now (who'd haye thought it once?) with Pain 
She ſtrings her Harp, whilſt freezing Age 
But feebly runs thro' ev'ry Vein, 
And chills my briſk Poetick Rage. 
"Ag 25h 
properly have ceas d to live, 
To Wine and Women dead in Law; 


2 And 


+ 


363 Orrorp and CauR DOE 
& 

Bella! who does not Bellair know? 

The Wit, the Beauty, and the Bean 

Y Gives out he loves you dearly: . 

And many a Nymph attack'd with Sighs, 


l And ſoft Impertinence, and Noiſe,” n 
Full oft has beat a Parley. 

b: 
oy L l T engt Ford 


ig But, pretty Turtle, when the Blade ; 

| Shall come with am rous Serenade, 
Soon from your Window rate him: 

But if Reproof will not prevail. 

And he, perchance, attempt to ſcale, 
Diſcharge the Jorden at him, 
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Verſes imitated from the French of 
Monſieur Maynard to Cardi- 
ml R1cntiieu. I 


* the ſame Hand. 
| 45. C- 
HEN Money, and my Blood run high, 
My Muſe was reckon'd wond'rons pretty” 
The Sports and Smiles did round her fly, 
Enamour'd with her ſmart Concetti. 


2, 


E 


Now (who'd have thought it once 2?) with Pain 
She ſtrings her Harp, whilſt freezing Age 
But feebly runs thro' ev'ry Vein, 
And chills my briſk Poetick Rage. 
5. WR 
I properly have ceas'd to live, 
To Wine and Women dead in Law; 


Z 
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And ſoon from Fate I ſhall receive 
A Symmons, 10 the Shades to go. 


4+ 
The Warriour Ghoſts will round me come, 


To hear o fam d Ramillia's Fight; 
Whilſt the vex'd Bourbons, thro' the Gloom, 
Retire to th* utmoſt Realms o' Night. 
Then I, my Lord, will tell how you 
With Penſions eviry Muſe inſpire, 
Who Marl/roughis Conqueſts did purſue, 
And to his Trumpets tun'd the Lyre. | 
But ſhou'd ſame drolling Sprite demand, 
Well, Sir, what Place bad you, I pray: 5 
How like a Coxcamb ſhould I ſtand! 
| What wou'd your 5 * me lay? 


_ a. —_—_— _— 
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To the EvENING=STAR. 
Eng liſb d, from a Greek Idyllium, by the ſame Hand, 
Right Star! by Yenus fix d above, $ 
B To rule the happy Realms o Love: 
Who in the dewy rear of Day, 
Advancing thy diſtinguiſh'd Ray, 
Doſt other Lights as far out-ſhine, * _ 
As Cynthia's Silver Glories thine; 9 
known by ſuperiour Beauty there, 
As much as Paſtorello here. 


Exert, bright Star, thy friendly Light, 
And guide me thro the duſky Night; 
Defrauded of her Beams, the Moon 
Shines dim, and will be vaniſh'd ſoon. 

I wou'd ng rob the Shepherd's Fold, | 
[ ſeek no Miſer's hoarded Gold; 
To find a Nymph, I'm forc'd to ſtray, 


Who lately ſtole my Heart away. 
ans 44h 25 


| And having found ſo choice a Store, 
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To Cura, who 1 — 4 Beef, 
tbat bad ſtung ber Lip, was a 
100 kill it. 


NTAY, Celia, that nails Hand, 


Whoſe Force no Creature call withſtand, 
The little harmleſs Bee forgive, 
And grant your Pris ner a Reprieve. A 
0 


To thoſe, who by Miſtake have err'd, 
pardon ſhould never be deferr'd. 


It was but going to devour | 
(Your Lip miſtaking for a Flower) 
The fragrant Dew, which there lay waſte, 
Sweeter than Honey to the Taſte; 
And thought with Thighs well laden home 
To fly, and to enrich its Comb: 


Thought ne er elſewhere to ſeck for more. 


| da : 
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, I Imitation * the xvi 0D E F, 


| ANACREON. + 


HILE you of mighty Armies Nain 
W. By Marlb rough on Ramillias Plain, 
And others ſing rel iev d Turin, : 
And tell of Savoy and Eugene, 1 &i 
Of my own Wars and Battels I 1 15 
(Een tho' I loſt the Victor ))) 
Will ſing, and hom the Day was won 
Will tell, and how I was un done 
Twas not the Numbers of the oc * 2? 1 ; 
A ſurer Aim, or ſtronger Blow; OT Of 25 L 
"Twas not the Cunning, nor the Force, | 
No Marlt rough, nor Daniſh Horſe: 

But what with all, all theſe may vie, 


A Glance that came from Czlia's Eye. 


2 41 * 
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A Pindarick O D E. 
To the bappy Memory f * moſt ol 
nownd Du VAI. 


1. 
„is true, to complement the Dead, 
T Is as impertinent and vain, | 
As *twas of old to call em back again. | 
Or, like the Tartars, give em Wives, 
With Settlements for After- lives. 
For all that can be done or ſaid, 

Tho ne er ſo noble, great, and good, 
By them is neither heard nor underſtood. 
All our fine Slights, and Tricks of Art, 

Firſt to create, and then adore Deſert; 
And thoſe Romances which we frame, 
To raiſe our ſelves, not them a Name, 
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In vain are ſtuft with ranting Flatteries, 
And ſuch, as if they knew, they would deſpiſe ; 
For as thoſe times, the Golden Age they call, 

In which there was no Gold at all; 
80 we plant Glory and Renown, 

Where it was ner deſeryd nor known, 

But to worſe purpoſe many times, 

To varniſh o'er nefarious Crimes, 
And cheat the World that neyer ſeems to mind, 
How good or bad Men dy, but what they leave 

behind, 
| | 1 

And yet the brave du Val, whoſe Name, 

Can never be worn out by Fame, 

That liv'd and dy'd to leave behind 

A great Example to Mankind ; 

That fe} a publick Sacrifice, 

From Ruin to preyent thoſe few 

Who, tho' born falſe, may be made true; 


And teach the World to be more juſt and wie, 
2 4 Ought 
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- Ought not, like vulgar Aſhes, reſt | 
Unmention'd in the ſilent Cheſt, | | 
Not for his own, but publick Intereſt. | 
He, like a pious Man, ſome Years before 
Th Arrival of his fatal Hour, 
Made ev'ry Day he had to live, 
To his laſt Minute, a Preparative. 
Taught the wild Arabs on the Road 
To act in a more genteel Mode, 
Take Prizes more obligingly than thoſe 
Who never had been bred Filous, 
And how to hang in a more graceful Faſhion, 
Than cer was known before to the dull Engliſh 


Nation. 
\ 3. a 
In France, the Staple of new Modes, N 
Where Garbs and Courts are currant Goods, 
That ſerves the ruder Northern Nations } 


With Methods of Addreſs and Treat, 
Preſeribes new Garnitures and Faſhions, 


And 
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And how to drink, and how to eat | 
No out-of-faſhion Wine or Meat. 
To underſtand Crevats and Plumes, 
And the moſt modiſh from the old Perfumes, 
To know the Age and Pedigrees, | 
Of Points of Flanders and Venice, 
Caſt their Nativity, and to a Day 
Foretel how long they'll hold, and when decay, 
Taffect the pureſt Negligences, 
In Geſtures, Gaits, and Miens, 
And ſpeak-by Repartee Routines, 
Out of the moſt authentick of Romances ; 
And to demonſtrate with ſubſtantial Reaſon, - 
What Ribbands all the Year are in or out of Seaſon. 
1 5 
To this great Academy of Mankind 
He ow d his Birth and Education, 
Where all are ſo ingenioully inclin d, 
They underſtand by Imitation 
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Are taught, improve before they are aware, 
As if they ſuck'd their Breeding from the Air, 
That naturally does diſpenſe 
To all a deep and ſolid Confidence, 
A Virtue of that precious uſe, 
That he whom bounteous Heav'n endues 
But with a mod'rate Shew of it, 
Can want no Worth, Abilities, nor Wit, 
In all the deep Hermetick Arts, 
(For ſo of late the learned call 
All Tricks, if ſtrange and myſtical) 
He had improv'd his nat'ral Parts, 
And-with his Magick Rod could ſound, 
Where hidden Treaſure might be found, , 
He, like a Lord o'th' Mannor, ſeiz'd upon / 
Whatever happen'd in his Way, ſs 
As lawful Waif and Stray, 
And after, by the Cuſtom, kept it as his own, 


pH 4, pep —=0 hed 
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5. 
From theſe firft Rudiments he ge n 
To nobler Feats, and try'd his Force | 
Upon whole Troops of Foot and Horſe; 

| Whom he as bravely did ſubdue i 
Declar d all Caravans, that go 
Upon the King's High-way, his Foe, 

Made many deſperate Attacks, 

Upon itinerant Brigades 

Of all Profeſſions, Ranks and Trades, 

On Carriers Loads, and Pedlars Packs, 
Made them lay down their Arms and yield, 
And, to the ſmalleſt Piece, reſtore | 

All that by cheating they had got before. 

And after plunder'd all the Baggage of the Field 
In ev ry bold Affair of War 

He had the chief Command, and led them on; 

F. or no Man is judg d fit to have the Care | 

Of other's Lives, until he'as made it known, 

How much he does deſpiſe, and ſcorn his own. 

6, Whale 
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6. 
Whole Provinces twixt Sun and Sun, 
Have by his conqu'ring Sword been won 


And mighty Sums of Money laid 
For Ranſom upon ev'ry Man, 


And Hoſtages deliver'd till 'twas paid. 
Th Exciſe, and Chimny-Publican, 
The Jew-Foreſtaller and Inhanſer, 
To him for their Crimes did anſwer. 
He vanquiſh'd the moſt fierce, and fell 
Of all his Foes, the Conſtable, 
That oft had beat his Quarters up, 
And routed him, and all his Troop, 
He took the dreadful Lawyers Fees, 
That in his own allow'd High-way, 
Does Feats of Arms as great as his, 
And when th'encounter in it, wins the Day ; 
Safg in his Garrifon, the Court, 
Where meaner Criminals are ſentenc'd fort, 
To the ſtern Foe he oft gave Quarter, 
But as the Scotchman did to Tartar, That 
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That he in time to come 
Might in return from him receive his Doom. 

| we, 
He would have ſtarv'd this mighty Town, 
And brought his haughty Spirit down 
Have cut it off from all Relief: 
And like a wiſe and valiant Chief, 

Made many a fierce Aſſault, 

Upon all Ammun ition-Carts, 
And thoſe that bring up Cheeſe and * 
Or Bacon from remoter Parts. 
No Convoy cer ſo ſtrong with Food 
Durſt venture on the deſp'rate Road ; 
He made th'undaunted Waggoner obey, | 
And the fierce Higler Contribution pas; 
The ſavage Butcher, and ſtout Drover 
Durſt not to him their feeble Troops diſcover ; 
And if he had but kept the Field, 
In time he'd made the City yield, 


For 
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For great Towns, like the Crocodiles, are found 
Ith' Belly apteſt to receive a mortal Wound. 
3 * 

But when the fatal Hour arriv d, 

In which his Stars began to frown, 

And had in cloſe Cabil contriv d 
To pull him from his height of Glory down, 

When he, by num'rous Foes oppreſs d, 

Was in th'enchanted Dungeon caſt, 

Secur d with faighty Guards, 
Leſt he by Force or Stratagem, 


; 4 Might prove too cunning for their Chains and them, 
W And break thro' all their Locks, and Bolts, and 
4 Wards, | 

4 He'd both his Legs by Charms committed 

1 To one another's Charge, 


That neither might be ſet at large, 

And all their Fury-and Revenge out-witted, 
As Jewels of high Value are 
Kept under Locks with greater Charge 


Than 
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Than thoſe of meaner Rates; 


8o he was in Stone Walls, and yordrou Clin and 
Iron Grates. 
9. 
Thither came Ladies from all Parts, 
To offer up cloſe Pris ners, Hearts, 
Which he receiv'd as Tribute due, 

And made em yield up Love and Honour too, 
But in more brave Heroicks | 
Than cer were practis d yet in Plays: 

For thoſe two ſpiteful Foes who never mett 
But full of hot Conteſt and Pikes, 
About Pun&iho's and meer Tricks, 

Did all their Quarrels to his Doom ſubmit, 
And far more generous and tree, 


With only looking on him did agree, 
Both fully ſatisfy d; the one 
With the freſh Lawrels he had won, | 
And all the brave renowned Feats N 
He had perform d in Arms; a 
The 
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The other with his Perſon and his Charms: 

For juſt as Larks are catch d in Nets, 
By gazing on a piece of Glaſs; 

So while the Ladies view his brighter Eyes, 


And ſmother polifh'd Face, 
Their gentle Hearts, alas! were taken by Surprize, 


. ds <a 


10. 
Never did bold Knight to relieve 
Diſtreſſed Dames ſuch dreadful Feats atchieve, 


As feeble Damſels for his ſake 
Would have been proud to undertake, 
And bravely ambitious to redeem N 
The Worlds Loſs and their own, T 
Strove who ſhould have the Honour to lay down 10 
And change a Life with him: 5 
But finding all their Hopes in vain, * 


To move his fixt determin d Fate, 
They Life it ſelf began to hate, 
And all the World beſide diſdain: 
Made loud Appeals and Moans 


To 


3 
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To leſs hardchearted Grates and Stones, 
Came ſwell'd with Sighs, and drown'd in Tears, 
To yield themſelves his Fellov ; Sufferers: 
And follow'd him like Priſoners of War, vi] 
(hain'd to the lofty Wheels of his triumphant Car, 


n the Death of Old, Bexxer the 4 


News-Cryer. a 
NE Evening, when the Sun was juſt gone down, 


As I was walking thro' the noiſy Town, 
A ſudden Silence thro each Street was ſpread, | 

ks if the Soul of London had been fled. 

Much I enquir'd the Cauſe, but could not hear, 
Till Fame, ſo frighten'd that ſhe did not dare 
To raiſe her Voice, tllus whiſper d in my Eat: 
Bennet, the Prince of Hawkers, is no more, 
hennet, my Herald on the Britiſh Sliore; 

Benner, by whom I own my ſelf out-done, | 
Tho' I an hundred Mouths, he had but one. * 
He, when the liſt' ning Town he would amuſe, 


Made Echo tremble with his bloody News, 
A a No 
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No more ſhall Echo now his Voice return, 
Echo for ever muſt in Silence mourn. 
Lament, ye Heroes, who frequent the Wars, 
The great Proclaimer of your dreadful Scars. 
Thus wept the Conqueror that the World o'ercame, 
Homer was wanting to enlarge his Fame+ 

Homer, the firſt of Hawkers that is known, 
Great News from Troy cry'd up and down the Town, 
None like him has there been for Ages paſt, 
Till our Stentorian Bennet came at laſt ; 
Homer and Bennet were in this agreed, 
Homer was blind, and Bennet could not read. 


— 1 | nnen EE — þ 
An Ode for St. CeciLra's Day. 1693, 
By Mr. Theo. Parſons. 
Fi, ie | 
Erilia, look, look down and ſee , 
A Tribute paid to Harmony, E 
| | 


A Tribute paid to Heav'n and thee : 
And while we Muſick's Praiſe rehearſe, 
Lntower Notes, and fainter Verſe, Wart 


. 
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Warm you, great Saint, your willing Choire, 
With your own celeſtial Fire. 
May you move on ev ry String, 
Warble Sweets in ery Voice, 


In ev'ry Note your orateful Influence fing, 
And by your Aid confirm our happy Choice. 


e, 


2. 
Eldeſt of Arts, and univerſal Spring | 
Of ev'ry thing. 
When Beings in a dark Confuſion lay, 
Thy Voice the fullen Gloom did chaſe, 
Matter did its Form embrace, 
And Chaos fled before the new-born Day. 
Heav'n look d, and all good things did ſce, 
And all that Good aroſe from Harmony. 
4 
Parent of all! thou ſtill doſt ſway, 
And o'er this lower World preſide, 
Man and his Paſſions thee obey 
As meaner Waters the commanding Tide, 
Aa 2 Or 


L 
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Or that, the Moon's imperious Ray. 
Beauty ma y wound th'unguarded Eyes, 
And ſlowly creep into the Heart; z 
But Muſick quick as Lightning flies, 
The Pleaſure dances with the. Smart, 
And melts and trills thro' ev'ry part. 
Without the Magick of the Fair,” 
We love, we ſigh, and we deſpair, 
We catch at t County, and graſp the fleeting Air. 
f 4- 
Hark hark! the Trumpet calls to Arm; 
What Vein ſo drowſy feels not the Alarm, 
And wakes not at th'infpiring Charm > = 
The warlike Horſe already paws, 
And neighs aloud his warm Applauſe. 
In vain is now the ſoft'ning Flute, 
In vain the warbling of the Lute, 
Or the gay Violin's perſuading Airs : 
The Philtre glides ſucceſsleſs thro our Ears. 


(} 4 


Ev 


n 
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Evn Celid's Voice no more can tame n 
The forward Hero's Luſt of Fame. 
A Charm might vanquiſh, if apply'd, 
A Madman's Frenzy, or a Woman's Pride ; 
Temper with Hope the Lovers F ears, | 
(An April-ſhine to gild his Tears) 
The Weather of our Happineſs abate, a | 
Softer than Love, yet abſolute As Fate, = 


ö 
But oh ! more ſubtle Virtue flows 
Such jarring Paſſions to compoſe. 
Still, {till the Work, O ſacred Harmony, is thine: - 
We hear, and ſtrait the ruffled Soul 
Is ſtill ; the Billows ceaſe to rowl, 
The fwelling Streams decline, 
And ey'ry wounded Faculty is whole, 
Thus at the Shepherd's tuneful Cry, 
Divided flocks together fly : 
The Rivulets their murmurs ceaſe ; 
Asa 3 Without 
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Without a Breath of Wind the Trees 
And ſmiling Nature's all around at Peace. 7 


Grand CHORUS. 2 

Tune al y your Inftruments aloud, mes: | { 

Glad Voices mingling with the cheerful Crowd ; 
Sacred be your tuneful Lays, "I = 
Sacred to Cecilia 8 Praiſe.” of | ; | ; Ar 
Thus we'll grateful Off rings bring, : Eli 
Yearly thus her Praiſes fing: (0 
Till join'd in Chorus with our Saint above, * 
5 We take a nobler Theme, to prove | 90 
0 [ By endleſs Harmony immortal; Love. 212; 1115} ea 
4 4 
| 4 Ne. 5, 
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The two Friends. Imitated from Mon- 
ſieur de la Fontaine. 


n and F714, two hot young Gallants, 
Fam d thro the Town for ſwinging Tale, 

At making, or at acting Love, 

And Beaux too, over and above: 

Like Friends, had a fine buxom Woman, 

(Like Friends indeed, you'll fay) in common, 

Now one of theſe two Sparks attackd her 

o furiouſly, ſo like a Hector, 

fe got a Girl, who to a Tittle 

Her Mother's Picture was in little. 

When both Fack Freeman and Ned Wild 

Would own the fair and chopping Child; 

both own the Babe! (and who would not?) 

weet as the Sin, by which twas got! 

Ned, that he's ſure he got her, cries, 


obe has his Dimples, and his Eyes, 
Aa 4 


— A 


” 
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That ſhe was his, Jack Freeman ſwore, 

| That the reſembled him all oer 
The Dev'l was not more like a Moor. 
But when, at length, the Girl began 

To grow capacious of a Man, 
Changing the ir Minds, each Spark choſe rather 
To be the Sinner than the Father. 

Cries Wild to Freeman, Jack, this Laſs 

Is thy own Fleſh and Blood, ſhe has 

The very Leer of lewd Jack Freeman. 
'Adz 
(Cryes Freeman to his Brother Wild) 

Mine is the Laſs, and thine the Child. 
Cries Wild to Freeman, Thou'lt be damm d 
Ay, ay, Ned,—but I won'r be ſham 


that Sham won't paſs on me, Man, 


| To the Purheſs of Bo on her WY 
ing all the Winter in the * 

. To Dryads leave the Groves, to * the 

Plains. | TY 


In penſive Dales alone let Echo Iwell, : 
And each fad Sigh ſhe bears with Sorrow tell. 
Haſte, let your Eyes at* Kent 8 Pavilion ſhine, 

It wants but Stars, and then the Work's divine. 
Of late, Fame only tells of yielding Towns, 

Of captive Gen'rals, and protected Crowns: 

Of purchas'd Lawrels, and of Battels won, f —— 


Bx Dr. G— th. 
Eaſe, rural Conqueſts, and ſet free your Swains, 


5 


Lines forcd, States vanquiſh'd, Provinces 0 wen 
And We Alcides Labour nth in one. 


= 


—_— + 


+ A Gallery the Ear of Kent has buile ar $6. Jamers 
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The Brave muſt to the Fair now yield ths Prize, 
And Elis Arms ſubmit to Engliſh Eyes: 

In which bright Liſt among the firſt you ſtand; 
Tho' each a Goddeſs, or a Sunderland. 


1 


Againſt the Fear of Death. By Nr. S. 


I. 
Hat has this Life tomakeit worth our Care? 
What mighty Charms can wretched we 
deſcry? 
Which can ſo great a Plague ſo much endear, 
Or ſo ignobly make us fear to die? 
| 7 
Af we by various Paſſions are diſtreſs, 
And daily toſs d in Life's tempeſtuous Seas, 
wWyy ſhould we thus the friendly Dart deteſt, 
Aud * the Bleſſing * affords us Eaſe? 
3- Fierce 
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— 
Fierce Anger, ſordid Fear, and deep Deſpair, 
With all the Paſſions which degrade the Man, 
All theſe we can with ſervile Patience bear 
And tho compleatly wretched, {Hl live on- 
. 
Or elſe perhaps we love; the charming Pain 
Detains us Slaves to what will plague us moſt; 
Oh! how we fondly hug th'ignoble Chain, 
Till Reaſon is in-Folly's Mazes loſt. 
5 
Ev'n Freedom, we ſurvive the Loſs of the, 
Thou greateſt Bleſſing which Mankindcanknow: 
When, if we will our ſelves, we may: be fre, 
And ſoar above the Skies, and fee the Earth below. 
„„ | 
The Gout, the Stone, like Martyrs we endure, 
Thoſe Torments which our dear-bought Pleaſures 


Sve; . g o % ind os ain 
With all the Cruelty attends their Cure, 
We freely bear, and all in hopes to live. 7. But 
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7. 
But how unjuſtly we, alas, are ſerv'd ! 
The wiſh'd-for Bleſſing proves our greateſt Curſe, 


From ſmaller Evils, but to ſuffer worſe. 
8. 
And tho unſhaken Reaſon does proclaim, 
" Thatthere's eternal Eaſe among the dead ; 
We quake, we ficken at the Bugbear Name, 
And Fear almoſt performs the Work we dread, 
| 9. 
Tell me, deluded Mortals, tell me this, 
Why we who are expos d to Fortunes Hate, 
Who ſee no Profpect of advancing Bliſs, 
Should drag a Life, and love th'oppreflive Weight 


10. 
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Thou too kind Partner of reſiſtleſs Grief, on 
Let's on to Death, the ſureſt way to Reſt; 
And court the fancyd Tyrant for Relief. 
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Our tranſient Eaſe will ſhew we were preſerv'd, --{ 


Come then, my F riend, with equal Cares diſtreſs , LL 
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The Grove. 


All, kindeſt Refuge for my Love diſtreſsd, 
H Han, Grove, which Nymphs and Graces 
Preſence bleſs d 
Where I with Pleaſure can indulge Deſpair, 
Augment my Love, and feed the darling Care. 
My Love, which through thy whole Extent appears, 
While thy each Tree the myſtick Cipher bears. : 
My Love, which all the liſt ning Birds around 
Have learnt to mourn, and know the frequent 
Sound. 
When mournful Sighs from my ſwoln Breaſt did riſe, 
The murm ring Trees reply d in ſympathetick Sighs. . 
And when my raging Grief for Tears did call, | 
Faſt as my Tears their pitying Leaves would fall. 


But ſure thy ſilent Shades were made to prove 
The kinder Scenes of more ſucceſsful Love. 


Hence 
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Hence, my Deſpair, and for a while retreat; 
In Thoughts at leaſt I'll triumph o'er my Fate. 


See, where ſhe comes, with all her Charms diſplay'd, 
By kind Appointment to a Tonely Shade. + ; 
Her Looks ſerene, her Coyreſs laid afide, 

As ſoft and yielding as a longing Bride. 
No awful Frowns declare her Diſcontent, 
But charming Smiles her-ev'ry Grace augment: 


While Sparkling Eyes her ſoft Deſires betray, 
And warm my Soul, impatient of Delay. 


Looſe and undreſsd, and only fit for Play, | 


Then bold in Thought her Image I embrace, 
Gaze on her Charms, and kiſs her viſionary Face, 


But nobler Joys my willing Soul imploy, 
Intranc d in fancy d Bliſs, which does it ſelf deſtroy. 


Thus Lovers pleaſingly themſelves delude, 
And feed their Fancies with imagin'd Food: 


But 
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gut undeceiv'd, the Wretcltes ſadly know, 
They only dreamt of Joys, but feel ſubſtantial Woe. 


Upon a Lady ſinging. 


By Mr. Burnaby. 

Hen charming Teraminta ſings, 
Each new Air new Paſſion brings: 

Now I reſolve, and now I fear, 
Now I triumph, now deſpair; 
Frolick now, now faint I grow, 
Now I freeze, and now I glow. 
Her Face at laſt does all remove, 
And my whole Breaſt conſents to love. 
Her Face unites my various Grief, 
And I'm more Slave by my Relief. 5 
The panting Zephyrs round her play, 
And trembling on her Lips would ſtay; 


. |  Frembling 
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Trembling with divided Bliſs, 

Now would liſten, now would kiſs; 
Till by her Breath repuls'd they fly, 


And, in low pleafing Murmurs die. | 
Nor do I aſk that ſhe would give, 7 
By ſome new Note, the Pow'r to live; 

T would, expiring with the Sound, f 
Die on the Lips that gave the Wound. k 
+ abba calhetl lag Ne: 2:4. 

- H 

On St. Srxengx's Dy. b 
By Dr. Wartſtrey. I 

Reſs'd in the ſcarlet Garments of his Blood, y 
Which from his Wounds in guſhing Riv'lets : 


flow'd. 
Thy Martyr, gracious Lord, preſumes to ſhine, 
And ſhews a Patience ſecond but to thine: 
Whilſt the bright Flames which in his Boſom burn, 


The wounding Pebbles into Jewels turn : 


And 
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And the rough Rocks, which at his Head are 
Like Di monds ſhine, and melt! into a Crowns 
guck Wonders Saints effect before they dies 
And ſuch is the Celeſtial Alchimy. 

Thy Grace, O deareſt Saviour, was which made 
This blooming Rofe too durable to fade; z 
Amidſt thoſe Storms his F. oes deſi 310 to raiſe, 
Againſt that mighty Bulwark of thy Praiſe: ; 
That ſo the bloody Honours of his Fame 
Might eternize the Glory of his Name. 

His Enemies but vain Tormentors prov 4, = 


or as they ſton 4 him more, the more he loyd: 


His Love, ſo fervent, made him always pray 


For their Return into the rightful Way. | 
Still praying, till he lay'd himſelf to reſt 


Within the downy Tranſports of thy Breaſt. 


0 grant we all may love, and | learn of Thee 


Ire Practice of ſuch charming Conſtancy. 
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ELIA. By a Perſon of Honour 


1. 


T me no more of Cupid's Bow, 
His Shafts and Quiver I deſpiſe: 


The wanton Boy no hurt could do, 
Unleſs he borrow'd Celia's Eyes. 
2. 
A Wrong to Celia's Beauty tis, 
To ſay that Cupid wounds the Heart: 
The God can't ſee, and ſo would miſs, 
Did not the Goddeſs aim the Dart. 
3. 
Let's not of him an Idol make, 


But own Love's Pow'r where it is due; 
The ſov'reign Stamp none can miſtake, of [] 
Here 1s the Gold and Image too. pi 


4. Elſe 
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Elſe we like frantick Atheiſts live, 
And juſtly may like them be curſt, 
Who all to ſecond Cauſes give, 
And vainly dare deny the Firſt: 


je 


8 


* . —ꝛ 
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To Sleep. 


Oft Charmer of our Cares, whoſe kind Relief 
Gives us each Night a Reſpite from our Grief, 

Thou bring'ſt the poor Man Wealth, the tortur'd Reſt; 

And mak'ſt the Wretched equal with the Bleſt. 

By thee far- diſtant Friends are brought to view, 

And Loves, by Abſence long impair'd, retew: 


Since baniſh'd from my dear Lucinda s Siglit, 
live condemn'd to ſee the hateful Liglit, 
Pity my Wees; and when thy next Surprize 
Stops th'impetuous Torrents of my Eyes, 
| Bb 2 3 


- 372 OxrorD and CAMBRIDGE 


In her bright Form, to caſe my Mind, appear, 
The nobleſt Figure thou canſt chuſe to wear. 


Stamp ſeeming Marks of Sorrow on her Face, 
Juſt not enough to wrong its native Grace : 

Let the cold Earth appear her only Bed, 

Her Arm the ſole Supporter of het Head : 

Let a fad Show'r from her fair Eyes deſcend, 
While Sighs for Vent in her ſwol'n Breaſt contend: 
Then let her in a mournful Accent ſay, 

To thee, Menalcas, I this Tribute pay. 

But let no real Grief diſturb her Reſt, 


While with the pleaſing Viſion I am bleſt : 

And left the Joy ſhould be too quickly paſt, 

Renew the Dream cach Night, or make this Sleep 
my laſt. ® 
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On the firſt Fit of the Gout. 


Elcome thou Friend ly earneſt of Fourſcore 
Promiſe of Wealth, that haſt alone the. 

Pow'r 
T attend the Rich unenvy'd by the Poor. 
Thou that doſt Eſculapius deride, 
And oer his Gally Pots in Triumph ride; 
Thou that art usd tattend the Royal Throne, 
And under- prop the Head that bears the Crown; 
Thou that doſt oft in privy Council wait, 
And guard from drowzy ſleep the Eyes of State; 
Thou that upon the Bench art mounted high, 
And warn'ſt the Judges how they tread awry ʒ 
Thou that doſt oft from pamper'd Prelates Toe, 
Emphatically urge the Pains below; 
Thou that art ever half the City's Grace, 


And add'ft to ſolemn Noddles ſolemn Pace; 
—_— Thou 
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Thou that art usd to ſit on Ladies Knee, 

To feed on Jellys, and to drink cold Tea; 
Thou that art ne er from Velvet Slipper free; 
Whence comes this unſought Honour unto me? 


Whence does this mighty Condeſcenſion flow? 
Ta viſit my poor Tabernacle, O——! 


As Fove vouchſaf d on Idas top, tis ſaid, 
At poor Philemor's Cot to take a Bed; 

Pleas'd with the poor but hoſpitable Feaſt, 
Foue bad him ask, and granted his Requeſt ; 
80 do thou grant (for thou'rt of Race Divine, 
Begot on Venus, by the God of Wine.) 

My humble Suit —And either give me Store 


To entertain thee, or ne er ſee me more. 


A Poem 
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A Poem written at BERN in SwIr- 
ZERLAND, on the Queen's Birth- 
Day 17 wy And preſented to our 
Envoy. 


Uſpicious Day! to which we owe + 
All we cou'd wiſh, or Fate beſtow : 
Whoſe dawning Light diſclos'd on Earth 
The brighteſt Bleſſing, greateſt Birth 
That Heaven to Mortals e er diſplay d, 


Since Chaos into Form was made. 


On thy Appearance Fate deſign'd 
The future Freedom of Mankind, 
When Luft of univerſal Sway 
Should force whole Nations to obey 
The Will of one whoſe boundleſs Mind 


To Oaths and Treaties unconfin d, 
Bb 4 Should 
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Should prompt him to renounce his F ame, 
To gain a great but impious Name. 


Thy Influence has this Wonder wrought, 


Which Time has to Perfection brought; 
For ſee a mighty Queen ariſe, . 
Unſhaken, Powerful, Juſt and Wiſe, 
Pride of her Sex, her Iſles delight, 

The Rule and Patroneſs of Right, 


The World's great Ballance and Support, 


And gaſping Liberty's reſort. 


A Queen thus finiſh'd for a Throne, 
Whom Nations court, and wiſh their own 
A Queen by Birth and Merit great, 

The Care and Inftrument of Fate, 
No ſooner takes the Purple Robe 
But ſtrait to dignify her Globe, 
Reſolves her Brothers ſteps to tread, 
And ev'n out- vie the mighty dead. | 
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'Tis done, the mighty Williams Name 
Was ne er attended with ſuch F ame, 
Tis true, the well laid Scheme he wrought, 
Bent to the War his inmoſt Thought; 
But ere he could in Arms appear, 
Death ſtop'd the Heroe's fierce Career, 
Plung d deep in Grief the Britiſb Iſle, 
And left to Ame the glorious Toil. 


Anne takes th Occaſion mark'd by Fate, 
She knew her Cauſe was juſt and great, 
Confirms his Meaſures void of Fear, 

And gives a generous looſe to War : 
Her matchleſs Triumphs on the Main, 
And; glorious Conqueſt on the Plain, 
To which th imperial Eagle owes 
His Thunder wreſted from his Foes, 
And Spain her Liberty reſtor'd, 

Her Commerce and her lawful Lord : 
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Let more exalted Spirits raiſe 
In ſolemn Numbers lofty Praiſe. 
vor me whoſe unperforming Skill 
Is diſproportion'd to my Will: 
Wiſely at length I quit my Lyre, 5 


To rough Helvetian Climes retire, 
And to more ſolid ſtrains aſpire. 


A Country Scuffle . 


World of Stories find we writ 

| A In Story with a World of Wit; 

Some beaten off, ſome keep the Pit 

. 8 wol bravely. 
Here much of Truth I ſhall relate, 

Though ſerved up in Small-bear Plate, 

To ſhew 'tis not quite out of Date; 

Tl wave Lye. 


O Drink 
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O Drink, the Circe of the Brain, | 
Who can forbear? to ſpit I mean, | 
That thou the beſt to Beaſt unclean 1 
| do'ſt alter, 
For theſe two Blades who met to Day, 
Did think no more to meet in Fray, 
Than of their dying, (I dare ſay ) 
5 in Halter. 
But oft ſuch Matter comes about, 
That falling in proves falling out, 
When with the Sack or valiant Grout | 
IF) we mellow. 
Which makes the bowzing God to laugh, - a 
Cauſe he that now is made a ſcoff, 
Ne r came to wear the Title of 
512 Good Fellow. 

And that's the Captain, for that Word 
Doth beſt befit this Counſel- board, 
Who at each Motion draws his Sword 
| to ſhow it. 

A Name 
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A Name as common grown as Print, 
Or Hat trim'd up with Ribbon in't, 
Nay ſome their Chriſtendom do ſtint 

| n 
The other too is us d as rife 
As it, as frequent for its Life 
Like Urinal, or many a Wife 


For, if an old diſſembling Trot 


May paſs for Doctor, pray why not 


A Quack, a Pedant, an Apot= _ 
„„ ttecary? 
Theſe things are us d ey'n as to w | 
A Periwig for lack of Hair, | 
Wit oft as bald as Forhead bare | 
HEY affording. 


Thus hitherto (good Friends) you ſee 
Their Names do like good Friends agree, 
Ho cer their Natures hap to be 


diſcording. 


unwary. 
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Now whence this Quarrel did begin, 

The Learned differ much herein, 

Some ſay it was by others In- | 
«1 Te ſtigation. 

And theſe like Stateſmen whiſper plain, 

Some Mazarine provok'd theſe Twain 


Like him who. ſtill moves France and Spain 
to Paſſion. 


No doubt, well vers d in Politicks oof 

Are ſuch as here their Judgments fix; 

The World is full of jugling Tricks 
| | and antick. 

Nor by Relation of the Wiſe, 

Who ſaw theſe things with their own Eyes, 

They never thought to play a Prize : 

TE | ſo frantick. 

Alas theſe two were Hand and Glove, 

Codlings and Cream, all Silk and Love, 

No two could meet with a more Dove- 

like billing. 
Oreſtes 
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Oreſtes and his Pilades _ 
Were but a ſlender Type of theſe, 


Both Sword and Syringe to diſpleaſe 
* unwilling; 


But hark'e, Doctor, pray a Word, 
I wonder at you, by the Lord- 
Harry, you can ſuch Love afford. 
the Captain, 
Why, I have heard him flout and jeer, 
And uſe odd Language, I know where, 
_ Tis ſaid the Doctor thus was mere- 
„ ly trap d in. 
And like enough (I Faith) for uhen 
Half mov'd, he took his Seat agen, 
Some Paſſages confirm'd what then 
3 was ſpoken, 
Which did the gordian Knot untie, 
Of former Love, the true Cauſe why 
Our Door ſpit, of Choller high 
| ſute Token, 
But 
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But by your leave, he did not ſpit 
In Face as yet, he had more Witz 1 2 
Nor any Member did it hit 3 
| about him. 
All's one for that it ſeems by this, | 
For fierce as he would draw to Piſs, .} i £22 
1 'twas done amiſs, : 802 Vf 
to flout him. 
Addi about th' Original AL 
Some difficult nice Points let fall. * 
But n | xls 21h 
concluded. | 
That guided by ſome angry Star FO WO 
Over the Doctors Shoulder far 
Advance to ſpit Us Man of War!) 


And here a ſubtle kind of Men, 0a 
. About the Shoulder claſh again, | 116% 
2 $99 * 


Until the Herald calls it bend 
» 1 . . ſiniſter, 
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Who judge aright of Wrong beſt can, 
Say that i th Captain's Face (all wan 
With Rage) ſpit this incenſed Man 

f of Gliſter. 
This could not chooſe but much provoke 
The Captain, who ſoon lent a ſtroke, 
As big as could be got, in Cloak 3 
| ; ſo muffled. 


The Doctor alſo like a tryd 
Old- beaten Soldier ſtrook not wide; 
Thus 3 with Sword by ſide 


they (ruffled. 
Now © me Uſquebagh eee by 
Pull Fiddle too out of the Caſe | F 
Jews-crump, what Inſtrument ſounds bdaſe; M71 
ſtrike up here. 
Wann +57 2 2:04 ba 
Full Knuckle deep at ev ry Blow; 4 
Boy! fill my Dorick Muſe the to- Li Bt 
his © Ol here, 
But 


ens 


But oh! wine Teng be or Pen hank Fes“ 


Jo tell the Blows without Remorſe, H ed inn 181 
One loads the other 28 MIff Fbffe 1117; 


er or bin n 


Until like Dough the THC fÄ Rn 


— 


With Knee and Elbow, kneaded Him, iA e Ant C447 ; 3 
Which made poor Galen look moſt grime" 1 3 IT | 


AS13194 ; ww 


Like Sampſon having leit his Hair, 7 110711) [ot 


Or a Cornelian Knight ſo bare oY Furl?) 


11% 1a ; | | the * > 


And then his Strength began vo fail) | JH 
But 'twas not ſo when he did. trail! aig ** 
e Coats of Mai! 


n i wart | Yi Order. 
Nor when with — brand. 
i'd martial Weapon Hand r Hand. 


For oh! Gghtd he, I chen could fland - © + / 1 % 


r 29 eg — . | 
Ce... And 


23 1 - ©. 
1 J \ - ud 7 F 
=» © Wo 
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Look'd he, when off his Head was urs 
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And ſhall this Shrimp o ercome that Man? 
But ſtill the Captain kneaded on 
Till Doctor's Bones like Drum began 440 
| * to 2 
Time was when he would martial Trooßs 
Though to this ſingle Fate he ſtooss 26 w 
He ſhall not long (for all he droops) . Fil 
prove. 
Had Captain Jones but ſeen thee bow .. l 
(Whoſe Legend's out in Print) Faith "ay 5 640) 
| Neer needed hadſt to call, Oh now WE 
or never! 
Help, 5 help! with fainting cryes, 1 b. 
Who quick, I come, 1 come, replies; 1h 
And now beware the Captain's Eyes 
for heark here. 


"4 
I” 
{ 7 


The Stickler, as ſome Stories go, 
So _ about with um Blow, 
You wear Xu Sir) e er ſince you know | 
this Mark here. 
But 
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hut Fawe's a blab, and oft dothů feli 
Her Bladder with falſe News or ill. 
Q As Poet good is pleas d to tel! A big of 
1 8 moſt ſweetly. 
Why, he has been at Calais Sands 
And needs muſt be a Man ls % 1 el 
TOS Doctor 3 all Commands ao £ 
"ey 


| And for my part, I do believe 12t7 97) « 
0 That one black Eye he did him give, fl. 11011 310 1 


* Standers by, or aſk the Sheriff. 
who * did 

This F dh. though Authors all aſſent EAA 

14 1 


His Wife the other to him lent, op 1 an 


When home the Captain to his Tent 
b f repair did. 


But ſome that love to keep ado 
Will aſk, perhaps, What's that to you 
Which of his Wives, for he has two, 
tis proved. 
Cc 2 The 


, 
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The worthy Knight that at the Font 


) 


= Nan'd him, it ſeems, depos d upon. 
; \ 
6 ts paid her * whoſe firſt afflont [ of 


| 4 l Por he moved. 
1 VER adi concerns not me, et 
Tis out o'th' verge of wy —_— I 
* ſome n how here ſhe'll be 
„i too quickly 
I to 40 Field return again, en vi 13 bk 
Where neither Combatant was Miti, | 
20 G the Captains Bran by 
di . grew icky, 
| AG who cn i d e 
For half the conflict yet is hid, 
And take the Veil off, Mars forbid 
I ſhould not. 


Ader this fir Ry fatal hock, 
He was advis'd rth' other knock, 
By a ſmart Youth, but ſtill the Doc- 


tor would not. 
Damn 
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Damn you, quoth he, and then he ſwore. 
I'll not adventure one Blow more; 

Harry, thou ſeeſt how I am boar- 


| : ry headed. 
My Years are many Hours paſt Noon, 
I ſpit ins Face, what more was done, 


I kick'd the Rogue. He had no ſoon- 
er ſaid it 


By on the Captain flew amain, 
And then their Blows fell thick like Rain, 
Till like the Moon they gan to wain - 
NESS | with puffing. 
Their Wind was gone, ſo were there Swords, 
If not, we might have took their Words; 
Their unſtain'd Chivalry affords 
| but cuffing. 
Here, Gentlemen, pray give me leave | 
To ſpeak my Mind what I conceive; 
Methinks this Doctorſhip moſt grave 
8 advances, 


Gei9;-- Comes, 


w— 


— 
— 
— 


— 


2 1 
14 

9 g 
a 11 
, Ml; 

= 
| 

o 

4 2 
5 | 


| 
| 


— 


390 Orrorp and CAMBRIDGE 


And in great ſnuff the Candle ſhew'd 


Comes cleanly off for all this ſtir, © 
The Captain not (as all aver) | 
And as we gather by the Cir- |} | 
Who being drank as any Rat, 


Sure thought to play the Civet Cat, 


The ſcent was left, but none of that 
oh aame from it. 

Indeed the Doctor prov'd his Scourge, Y 

And did too far the matter urge, | 

At the ſame time to give both Purge 
| | and Vomit. 

For that was nos'd and this was view'd, 

As he before their Faces ſpew'd, 


to take it. 


So out it went, ſo did his Blade, 


Which ſtood to nothing that he ſaid, 


They ſay no Lady of the Trade Dy 
can make it. 


For 


2 4 , 9 
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por he had heard how ſome did fay 

He courſly weapon'd was this Way, | 
So needs he ſhew it would in a 


—— 


* bravado. 
But when his Pike he ſhould advance, 
Twas better than a Morris Dance, | | 
To ſee how like it was to Lance- 


— ů ww RS .. . 


peſado, 
And this may ſerve for to excuſe 
"Thoſe Actions vile which he doth chuſe, 
I of his Doctrine make this uſe 


the ** 


Cauſe he that cares not to untruſs 
His Nakedneſs, his own Shame thus, 
Dye think he'll any ſpare of us, 


— — —— . — — —— um 


or's Father? 


But this ſame Bummongh ne er did fail 
The Captain or in Tongue or Tail, 


As witneſs can the Place we call 
Bunratty. 
Cc 4 Where 


"i a 
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Where when that he ſhould charge befſure. 
He ſtill diſcharg behind, they ſwore. 
His Breech made Bullets which did roa 4 1 
* 


And W Obſervation this 
In my conceit moſt richly i ph 61d) e aged Þ 
The very tiine was not amiſs | (UL 

ob | nor Place here. 
Amongſt his F Friends, and chief of thoſe 
Whom he enforc'd to be his Foes, 
* for OY his own he ſnows 

| Diſgrace here. 
And they DONE. Commiſion fat 
It ſeems were ſo aſham'd thereat,, 
They hid their Heads, that! i ll rare 
„ ! as Gand be. 

Tis true good Store of Witneſs, came 
To prove, but what I Pray ? his Shame: 


Ik I could wiſha Plague, the ſame A 
it ſhould be. 


* » 


One 


5 
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— butt God knows when) "7 224 
About his Boat kept woful 8 N vet = 
So 1 he was, ſo ſlen- 
07 Hon e @« pn. 
He Commpnnd all he met by cane. M Mu 
Hither, I think, his Brains advance, C 
And in the Captain's a are tra- * or TL 
< | a | 
Nay * another Boat he Il row; 241 Do 
And if he can obtain it too 9 n d ni-40 
At ſuch an eafie Purchaſe, wo viſt 204 
1 can * him? 
But 1 and the prouder Clerks, 52 
That Neſt of Rooks, thoſe mere . of 
(Though ſome L know are noble Sparks) 
will tame him. 


©% " 


*” W * » — 222 * „ th 77 


— — — 


+ Here came th Proverb 1 To male a nue 
about nothing. 


| ; | | a 4 | But, 
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But Faith dear Captain, tell ce r 5 1 2000 
Lou fancy ſo Aſtrology? 1 ON n . = Wed kh 
The Stars, I * have put POR rice: * 


Bist: 155 | upon you. 
Wiſe Men e Wwe _ nome 2þ 
Diſcover Lily for an Aſs; Aru; 1 „ ant 
If ſo, for what then will LS. ati 111 Lass 
Has ai . n. 
You may build Caſtles in the Air, 
Or in the ſtarry Region there, 
But this on 3 you muſt not ſhare 
© EE eben | (my Life ont) 


And is it not a wiſe Man's part 
To ſtudy ſuch a cunning Art 
As will not leave you worth a 

nid! 5 : Strife ont. 
\ To rake into your Father's Duſt, 
With ſacrilegious Nails unjuſt, | 
And kill whole Houſholds at a thruſt, 

O Monſter! 


When 


2 4 1 ” 
- - of 8 
| | * 


— ta. i 
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When after-Ages this'ſhall hear. 
They ll not believe ſuch things cer _ ( * * 


But fre Re RINES i 
will conſter. 
If my Aſtrology not fail, of: 
This Captain on the Scorpions Tail - 
Firſt . his ſadly frail 
| N * 
To ev'ry thing that is complet 
In Miſchief, and in ſiy Deceit, 
He has by Nature ſuch a great 
al Jo proclivity. 
Beſides the Child then born is fign'd 
With fickleneſs to Woman-kind, 
And in Religion looſely blind 
e and waving, 
Irreverent to Parents grave, 8 
Peeping into is like a Slave, 
So he his own n baſe Ends may have 
| in craving. 


Theres 
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There's many other Marks expyaſt bd 
Of ſuch a vile,ngracious BW on Ws R 
Which 1, in Modeſty ay W 1 + 


goo Niv - | abſcond here, 


But if ye do deſire to fee | | 
All theſe united in one Tree, 


With fie more * than here be, 


look yonder. 
Aſk al the Doors of bath Laws, 
But him that faces out his-Cauſe; | 
Aſk who you pleaſe, they without pauſe 
Nee abhor him. 
The very Witneſſes he brought, 7 
Take what conſtruction can be ſought, 


9 not one tis Thought 
make for him. 


So e 5 8 is rquted clean, 


And ſuch a Gender Epicene, 


'Tis he and ſhe his Wife doth mean 
to guard him. 
| For 
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For ſhe has took ther Oatfi to be 9 

Not from him in the faſt Degte 7 Is 20M 

On Work who Lets kim; hell, Jog ce, t 2 

tent 07 reward 1 

St. Patrick's Ile wil Hot betet, d b 

Of venom d Beaſt, Whilft he Rays wn ebe 194 

* * and Bagg Ter hin Meat = gods 8 let J 
t ein to London. 

'Tis his laſt ſhift, where if one Hoſt : 


Fail him, min a. 


He ne'er returns N N our 


VASE but's undone. 
But I grow weary with this Sport, 5 N 
And now of all the abbler ſort, * 
My Saphick Mule rde bort. MM i 


1 C 2 hip 11 15 pg 
And for the reſt who Mirth forbid, 


She cares no more for to be chid, Aar 
Than what it ſeems the Captain did in His wit 
ins n 


But 


a » p 
— — —— — — 


* "OI — 


— Orr and — 


But firſt, my Man of Doſe, ſor then > 

| May all thy Gallypots ſtill be 
ö Moſt ſought for of the whtle Countr77/ 
| nt BIC ws: | to ſhare well. 
And for the Captain, though he's way'd 
Por England, and hath nothing ſaid, 

j I take it, * the Captain's Rid, 5 Th, 
'FZ TAG Mok his farewell, 
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The Reed, 
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| Onder not, Friend,-that 1 ſo ſoonn 
| V 05 Forſake this great tumultuous Ton, 


A on the Tudden h. haſten down. 

That I Preferment court no more, 

But all my Hopes and Cares give oer, 
While I am Young, and whilſt I'm Poor. 
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* 3 | 

My ſelf no longer PlÞ/deprive' -| ole Jet Gr 

Of thoſe kind Minutes Heavhn dos gives = bn 

No Man makes halte enough to live” c ff 
4 | 


Let them {tay longer, ha! DN o 2 263111 0 


Above their Fithers Wealth * 1947 N 10 eh 


And raiſe their Names id Förtthes Right.” 4 T 
* 
Who are content to cringe and bow, 
To flatter, bribe, and wait, for ſo 
— wenn 
| "Wo -. 
Give me Nature's ſolid Goods, 
Open Fields and ſecxet Wobds, - 
Healthful Hills, and Cryſtal Floods. 
WH 
A ſmall, but neatly furniſh'd Houſe, 
A Garden for Delight and Uſe, 
A learned Friend and gentle Muſe. 


_—_— 
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3. Nights 


ee Oxrapin1ans Cantor 

hs Vote; 95 | | 

= Nights full of Sleep, Non. void of Strife, 
= And to compleat our Heav'nly Life, bald Se 
An humble chearfyl Country Wife. . Tort nN 
N * | | 9. x 

{- Thuslet my well-fpent Hours glide by: / 
Thus let me live, thus let me die 11411 Þ bak 
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